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Tur following pages were written chiefly in Steam-

ships and Railway Carriages, or late at night,
alter the occupations of the day were over, and
were sent home week by week to my usual travel-
ling companions—none of whom, as it chanced,
were able to accompany me on my Indian
Journey.

They were printed in the Contemporary Review,
as they are reprinted now, with hardly any
alteration, becausc I think that most persons,
whom I wish to address, will care more for
notes, however rough and fragmentary, which
bear the mark of having been written in
immediate contact with the things to which
they relate, than for a far more elaborate book
composed at home, with all the advantages of
libraries and leisure. In the words of a great

master of a kind of writing which I should like
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Vi PREFACE.

to scc commoncr than it is in the works of
travellers—* J’ai  cherché ) indiquer le plus
de faits possibles. J’aime mieux que le lecteur
trouve une phrase peu élégante, et qu’il ait une
petite idéc de plus.”

An Article on India, Political and Social, wyit-
ten under circumstances which arc sufliciently
explained in the Article itself, has been added

at the end of the volume.

31, PIAZZA DI SPAGNA, ROME,
Junuary, 1876,
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Pacr 80, sor © Damuan,” read ** Damaun.”

5 96, for “We sat under a'marble canopy,” rcad “‘ Ie sat under
a marble canopy.”

., 133, My attention has been called to the fact that, misled
by the older authorities, I have very much underestimated
the extent of the territories of the Maharajah of Jummoo
and Cashmere.  Mr. Drew, in his book published in 1875,
estimates them at 68,000 square miles.  Much of course of
this vast extent is mere wilderness.

b 6, sor “Clndian Oftice,” rewd ““ Indin Office.”
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NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY

LuMmiaNy, Nov. 3»d, 1874.—And so the anni-
vcréary of our sad break-up at Nismes, when
the priests were chanting the De Profundis in the
streets, the anniversary of our pleasant start from
Cairo for the Tirst Cataract, was to be the day
of this parting also. As we were nearing the
French land yesterday, I caught sight of Mr. 8 ,
who, with his wife (whom you remember at Corfu),
was returning to his post. They had engaged a

carriage from Calais to Paris, in which they were
so good as to offer us seats; so that I had an
opportunity®of hearing much that has been going
on in Greece since we were there. As Finlay’s
letters have become few and far between, this was
no small piece of good fortune.

I came hither from Paris this morning, to spend
the day, having arranged, as you will recollect,
for a litle oasis of French home-life on the rather
weary journey from London to Turin. And that
I certainly find to perfection, in this fair and stately
place, peopled by rccollections.

B



2 NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY.

It is strange to see what an odd and unheard-
of sort of proceeding this Indian expedition of
mine seems to my kind friends here.

TuriN, Nov. 5th.—A journey of some two-and-
twenty hours brought us from Paris to this place,
where, if I except one night in 1871, I have never
been since I went out to see Cavour, in December,
1860. “A good deal has happened since;’ but
materially Turin has lost nothing by the transfer
of the capital. The population has largely in-
creased, and several new industries have sprung up.

We climbed, this afternoon, to the Superga. A
soft, more than semi-transparent mist filled all the
valley, out of which rose only a few peaks, covered
with snow, and clear-cut, as if they had been in
Attica. The view was not so lovely as I once
before saw it; but, such as it was, my companion
pronounced it more beautiful than anything in
California.

The same weather which I had at Lumigny con-
tinues. There is a cloudless sky, with a thin haze
through the day; but it becomes perfectly clear
after darkness has fallen. The frosty starlight at
Amberieu last night was worthy of St. Agnes.

I remembered, as we passed Chambéry, an
amusing story which my father used to tell of a
visit paid by him at that place, fifty years ago, to
the famous adventurer, De Boigne. After much
conversation upon Indian subjects, they came to
finance, and my father expressed some uneasiness
about that side of the Company’s affairs. ¢ Oh,”
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- said De Boigne, “ the Company need never suffer
from want of money. They have one unfailing
resource.”” ¢ What is that?” asked my father,
eagerly. * Plonder China,” was the characteristic
reply.

How we do flit about the world now-a-days!
Exactly a week ago, I was on Tweedside, close to
Neidpath Fell, which was still clad in the last
hues of autumn, though soon to look as dreary as
Scott describes it in the opening verses of Marmion ;
and now I have just come down from the last
home of the ITouse of Savoy, having, in the mean-
time, given my anti-Cassandra address in Edinburgh,
had my-final talk with Mallet over Indian affairs,
heard from Renan, in the Rue Vanneau, his views
about the exploration of Yemen, and done I know
not how many other things.

Still, all this will be, within a generation, con-
sidered quite slow work, if C is right. T told
you, I think, that, on the 25th October, after
listening for some time to his views about flying-
machines, I said, “ Do I really understand you
correctly when I understand you to say that within
twenty years you think we shall go to New York
in a day ?”’ and that he answered, “I don’t see how
it can be otherwise.”” Such a statement, coming
from a man of his great scientific position, donne @
penser.

ParmA, Nov. 6th.—Of the people I knew in
Turin, every one is dead or departed, except Count

Sclopis, the Geneva Arbitrator, and his wife, in
B 2
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whose hospitable selon 1 spent yesterday evening,
coming on to this place this afternoon—a pleasant
journey, made pleasanter by the society of Mr.
and Mrs. S-—— It grew dark soon after we
arrived ; and we could only see the outside of the
many-tiered baptistery or the fine Lombard cathe-
dral—falling back upon dinner and a bottle of
Scandiano, a by no means contemptible white wine,
which we drank in honour of Hyperion.!

BovroeNa, Nov. 8(h.—Of the Parma Correggios,
I can tell you little that you do not know alrcady.
Those in the churches are almost invisible to
ordinary eyes; and one has to content oneself with
Toschi’s small but excellent copies. The casel
pictures are in much better preservation; and I
quite subscribe to the ruling of Mengs, that the
“ Giorno” here is superior to its pendant, the
“ Notte of Dresden.”

Charming, too, and well preserved, are the child-
ren in the Camera di S. Paolo; but the room is,
and always must have been, absurdly dark. Over
the fireplace, by the way, is a motto, excellent for
these times, ¢ Ignem ne gladio fodias”—Don’t poke
the fire with a sword.

Iere, in Bologna, I have re-secen and seen much.
On no former occasion did I visit the great secular-
ized monastery of 8. Michele in Bosco, which rises
close to the walls on one of the last spurs of the

1 “ Nay, the old Lombard, Matteo Maria Bojardo, set all the church
bells in Scandiano ringing, merely because he had found a name for one
of his heroes. Here also shall church bells be rung, but more
solemnly.”
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Apennines—a grand place, with a corridor nearly
500 feet long, and commanding most glorious
views. .

It was sunset as we went up to it, and the whole
air became gradually full of music, as, one by one,
the hundred churches of the great city took up the
hurden which we have heard so often when together
on the Venetian Jaguncs.

One could not forget that a similar usage, in
a city hard by, inspired some of the most heautiful
lines in modern poetry-—-

“Ave Maria! blessed be the hour!
The time, the clime, the place where I s0 oft
Have felt that moment in its fullest power
Sink o’er the earth so beautiful and soft,
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower,
Or the faint dying day-hymn stole aloft,
And not a breath crept through the rosy air,
And yet the forest leaves seemed stirred with prayer.”

Now. 9(h.—On the Lonian sca.—We left Bologna
(in which the gencral clection for the Italian
parliament was proceeding quictly enough) at one
o'clock r.». yesterday, by the quick train which
runs only once a week, in fifteen hours, to Brindisi,
with the Indian mail, and crossed the Rubicon in
more senses than one. Before we reached Ancona,
the sun had gone down behind the Apennines,
gilding their peaks as it departed; and Loretto
soon afterwards stood black against the sky, hiding
for a moment the evening star. Pescara, Foggia,
Bari, were successively left hehind; and before
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six o'clock, we were steaming out of harbour in
the Gwalior.

Now we have just got out of the Straits of
Otranto, secing at once the town which gives them
their name, and the beautiful outline of Cape
Linguetta in Chimari. I had miscalculated the
clearness of the atmosphere, and had not at all
expected to sce the Albanian mountains, nor those
delicious islands through which we sailed in the
Saturno.

Nov. 10th.—When I came on deck this morning
the yellow cliffs of Zante were behind us, and we
were running for the islet of Prote, at the southern
extremity of the Gulf of Arcadia.

Far off to the right of our course lay Strovali,
the Strophades of old days, and the fabled home
of the Harpies.

The day was fine, and the sea calm from nine
till one, so that T saw admirably a good deal of
the coast, which night stole from wus in 1871,
especially the island of Sphacteria, which protects
the roads of Navarino, and is thus as famous in
modern as in ancient history. Then came Modon
and Sapienza, and Cabrera, all of which you
recollect, but the mountains of the interior were
partially veiled in clouds, and not so well seen as
you saw them. The nearer mountains, especially
those which look down on the Gulf of Arcadia, \
were, however, as clear as possible.

Nov. 11¢h.—We had passed Cabrera, and were
nearly off Venetico, with its attendant Ant rocks,
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when we saw that it was raining heavily in Maina,
and Cerigo was quite invisible. Soon the storm
struck us, and we tumbled about to the southward,
over an angry sea, ‘with nothing beautiful or
desirable in it,”” save when the wind, blowing
athwart our track, turned up masses of water,
having exactly that shade of blue which one
sees so often down the rifts of a glacier.

This morning we are running along the
southern shore of Crete, with heavy rain, but
far less wind than we had twenty hours ago.

Nov. 12th—At twelve o’clock yesterday we
were still 308 miles from Alexandria, a good deal
further than we should have heen; so we have
been driving along at a great pace, the wind now
favouring us, to get into the harbour before sunset
to-day. You know the alternative by sad experi-
ence, and will sympathize with our desire not
to lic tossing the whole night, as we did in the
Péluse.

I have just re-read the ZLipicurean, which we
regretted not having with us on the Nile; but,
alas, the verdict of forty-five does not confirm
the verdict of sixteen. It is, however, [ think,
quite as good as Aida would have heen without
Mariette.

Nov. 13th.—We ran 276 miles in the twenty-four
hours, between noon on the 11th and 12th, so that
by three o’clock yesterday the pilot was alongside.
It was the third day of Bairam, and a great
holiday. The Khedive’s ships were all dressed
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with flags, and the batteries happened to be salut-
ing just as we came in. Three of us immediately
landed, and spent the afternoon in Alexandria.
Our friends were away to a man, but they had
taken, after their manner, before going, all steps
necessary for our comfort. The town was dusty
and crowded, as usual—the pleasantest sight in it
being that glorious Australian tree, the Bigunonia
Stans, which was covered with its bright yellow
flowers, and in great beauty.

By twenty minutes past scven we were off, and
the 226 miles to Sucz were got over before sunrise.

To most Indian passengers Egypt must verily
and indeed appear the land of mystery, for the
transit is now almost always effected in the night.
I saw nothing on the journey except the railway
stations, and was extremely glad, as you may
suppose, to have traversed the ground before,
under conditions more favourable to getting to
know the country.

‘When we moored in Alexandria harbour, we
learned that the Maliwa hed not reached Port
Said-—so that we made up our minds to a long
delay at Suez, and at Suez T am now writing,
not without a certain vexation that thesc violet
mountains and yellow sands are wasting their
exquisite colours on me, who cannot transfer them
to paper, and that one of you, who could do that
so well, is far away in England, perhaps in the
midst of a November fog.

Noe. Ttth.- The time, however, passes pleasantly
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enough. We read, and talk, and bargain for those
bright-coloured handkerchiefs which the well-to-do
natives wear round their heads, while those who
have not already seen them go to the Wells of
Moses and the mouth of the Canal.

Novw. 15¢h.—Towards the afternoon the mouth of
the Canal becomes deeply interesting to us all,
for just as the sun has set, and the swift darkness
of these latitudes is coming down over the Arabian
hills, the smoke of the Malwa is scen in the north.
Can she get out before it becomes so dark as to
make it unsafe to proceed ? That is the question
——and then follow two hours of canards and
prophesyings, of “Wolf, wolf,” and ¢ Sister Anne,
sister Anne, is anybody coming P At last, the
more gloomy spirits are shown to be in error, and
thie order for embarkation arrives. EKmbarkation
is effected with a good deal of delay, but no
contretemps, and about the middle of the night the
Malwa steams quictly away to the southward.

I rose early to see a cloudy and not very striking
sunrise over the Sinaitic peninsula, and for nine
hours we have now been slipping down the Gulf
of Sucz, which at three r.M. we are just leaving.
Sinai' itself is, 1 believe, not visible from the sea,

1 Addressed, apparently, to a small horde of runaway slaves, the “ Law,”
whose fundamental outlines of religious and social culture revealed, on
Mount Sinai—*the lowliest of the range, to indicate that God's Spirit
rests on them only that are meek of heart "—was indeed intended, the
masters say, for all the children of men. “Why,” they ask, “was it
given in the desert and not in any king’s land ?”  To show that even as

the desert, God’s own highway, is free, wide open to all, even so are His
words a free gift to all; like the sun, the moon, and the stars.—~-J5. Deutsch.



10 NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY.

but we have had an excellent view of the mountain
knot to which it belongs, and of the whole coast
on both sides. More serrated or more barren
mountains I have never beheld; but all, Sinaitic
and Egyptian, are most lovely as seen robed in
pink, ycllow, and violet from this blue seca, mis-
named the Red, which is to-day stiller than we
usually found the Nile.

How different has been the destiny of the moun-
tains on the left and of those on the right—the
first the most famous in the world, the others
absolutely unknown to history! These last bear,
for the most part, English names, given for the
purposes of Captain Moresby’s survey—dJagged
Razor Mill, Sugar Loaf Mountain, and the
like.

The Church Service was read this morning by
the Bishop of Bombay, as we glided along in sight
of the Sinaitic range—a ceremony all the more
imposing if one thinks of what passed, as on the
whole, reflecting pretty well the fundamental
notions with regard to the highest matters pre-
vailing in Anglo-Indian society, of which society
this crowded P. and O. steamer, as usual, carries
a sufficiently characteristic section, proceeding,
under the impulse of a mysterious destiny, to carry
on its strange work in the world.

I spent most of the evening at the bows of the
vessel. 'What little wind there was came from the
south, but had all the properties usually ascribed
to the zephyr. In front, the sea was like black
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marble. Under us the foam broke in a white
wave, mingled with sea-fire, while a crescent moon
threw a broad path of silver on the waters, which
seemed to lead over them to the invisible but not
distant shores of Africa.

And so, amidst pleasant talk, ended my first
day upon the Red Sea.

Nov. 16¢h —We keep well away from the Arabian
shore, and thc sun rose unclouded out of an
expanse of open sca. By breakfast-time (half-past
eight) we had passed the light on the Dzedalus
shoal, and were some 3860 miles from Suez.
The navigation of that part of these waters
which we traversed yesterday is always a difficult
business, and the captain is much engaged when
going down the gulf, till he gets beyond the
Straits of Jubal and the mouth of the Sea of
Akabah.

To-day it is plainer sailing. We leave Yembo,
the port of Moedina, far to the left, and the
site of the ancient Berenice far though not
nearly so far, to the right—holding down the
centre of the channel.

To-morrow we should be opposite Jeddah, the
port of Mecca, though not in sight of it. So near
the holy cities, we have, of course, been much
occupied with reading and talking about Mahomet.
I have just finished Noldeke's cxcellent life of
him, and have re-read Deutsch’s paper on Islam,
Sprenger’s sketcl for his larger book I read before
I left England.
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After dinner I went again to the bows, and saw,
for the first time, the evening star throw a distinct
line of light across the sea. A large star on the
southern horizon, which some of us thought might
be Canopus, was pronounced by authority to be
Fomalhaut, whom T was equally glad to win
‘from the eternal darkness.”

Nov. 17th.—At this season, northerly winds
generally prevail in this sea till the Deaedalus Light
is passecd. Then comes a sort of debateable region,
while at the lower end the south wind has it all its
own way. At present, however, the south wind
has pushed far into the territory of his rival, and
to-day there is quite a fresh breeze coming up from
the Indian Ocean.

‘We are now well within the tropics, nearly in a
line with Jeddah on the left, while the coast of
Nubia is on our right. As we are still running
down the middle of the sea, the land on each
side may be something like seventy-five miles
off.

The breeze increases, and the waves begin to get
up, so that they have been obliged to shut the
port in my cabin. The thermometer has not,
however, yet risen above 87° Fahrenheit. We
have just scen what the captain tells me is an
unusually fine water-spout, exactly like a huge
hose let down from the clouds to the water and
bending to the north,-as a hose would do in a
violent south wind.

Noz. 18(h.—1larder and harder it blew, keeping
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us back sadly, and raising the sea far higher
than it gencrally is at this scason. Ilad we been
in the lightly laden Guwalior, we should have had
a bad time of it; but the Malwa behaves splendidly,
as well or better than the Safwrno did that wild
day between Sazona and ‘“the thunder-hills of
fear.”

On deck the furious wind kept down the
temperature, but the cabins were very hot, the
influence of the punkahs, which were kept going
in the saloon, and which I sec here for the first
time, not extending so far. This being so, I, with
many others, preferred to sleep up-stairs.  Soon
after threc I awoke to find the wind moderating
and the sea going down. It was a glorious night,
and I straightway started in search of some one
to show me Canopus. Suddenly I saw an un-
familiar object in the sky. I turned, and found
that it was right opposite the polar star, and felt
sure that at last I beheld the Southern Cross.
Presently I found the officer of the watch, and
asked him to show me Canopus. “Yes,” he
said, “but first look at the Southern Cross, which
we sec so well ;7 and then he showed me Canopus,
burning straight above my new friend, Fomalhaut.
Ile is a grand star, fit kingdom for S—--, who
first named his namc to me at Athens—when, that
is, he has done with Oxford and this sublunary
scene.

I called up R——, and we remained long at the
hows, enjoying the beauty of the spectacle (which
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was heightened by numerous falling stars), and
speaking of the lines in the Purgatorio—

“Jo mi volsi a man destra, ¢ posi mente,
All' altro polo, e vidi quattro stelle,
Non viste mai fuor ch'alla prima gente;

Goder pareva, il ciel di lor fiammelle,
O settentrional vedovo sito,
Poiche privato se’ di mirar quelle.”

The breeze freshened with the rising sun of the
18th, and we have had a heavy sea all day,
retarding our progress sadly, but not otherwise
interfering much with our happiness.

Nov. 19¢h.—The evening star brought calmer
weather. Our ports were opened, and we had a
pleasant night, but this morning before daybreak
the labouring of the ship told of another change,
and by the time we sighted the island of Jebel Teer,
an extinct or slumbering volcano, whence the mail
communication was kept up through Annesley
Bay, with our troops in Abyssinia, it was very
rough indeed. At noon, it appeared that we had
only made 191 knots as against 213 the day before.
Alas for the halcyon days at the beginning of the
week. Just at present it is said we are not doing
more than between six and seven per hour, and it
is very creditable to the builders of the Malwa
that we are doing that.

We run on thirty-four miles and come to the
little Zebayer Archipelago, a group of eight islets
lyingin lat. 15° 8, and long. 42° 18/, which we leave
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on the left. The largest is eight miles long, but
the rest much smaller.

Nov. 20th—By ten o’clock yesterday evening,
we had crept on to Jebel Zoojur, a high island
which we left on the right, and before daylight we
had passed Mocha.

I wish you could have seen the approach to the
straits of Bab-el-Mandeb with the high lands of
Abyssinia on the west, and those of Yemen on the
east. The last were the nearest, and we could see
first a strip of yellow sand, then ridge behind ridge
of sharp and jagged mountains. The wind was so
violent that it was not casy to kecep one’s footing
at the bows, but the sea it brought up was not
high, nothing to compare to that of yesterday.
The straits between Africa and Asia are fourteen
and a half miles wide, but we ran between the
brown volcanic rocks of Cape Bab-el-Mandeb itself
on the Arabian mainland, and the precisely similar
rocks of the once much talked of Isle of Perim—
the passage between which is only about two miles
in breadth. Far off on the right lay a group of
‘“peaked isles,” like the Euganean hills, behind
which, stretched far away, the Somali coast. In
front lay the Indian Ocean, and to the left, hill
after hill led the eye along the shores of Arabia.
One has the size of that enormous country well
stamped on the mind by this journey. Here we
have been steaming for one hundred and thirty-two
mortal hours from Suez, and have only just turned
the south-west corner of it.
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Nov. 21st.—The straits left behind, we altered our
coursc and moved on over the ninety odd miles
which still separated us from Aden, as fast as the
north-east monsoon would allow us.  Very beauti-
ful in the golden afternoon looked the distant
mountains of Yemen, which, catching the clouds
as they pass, give to the interior a fertility which is
denied to the seaboard of llappy Arabia. It was
nine o'clock before we moored close to Steamer
Point, and saw the white houses of that quarter of
Aden against a background of hills, whose rugged
outlines were softened by the moonlight. Soon the
Resident, General Schneider, came on board, and
carried R-—- and me off to scc as much as the
hour would permit of his weird domain.

Two brisk little ponies from the African coast
whirled us at a great pace along a road, which, as
there were no people about, and as the moon, not
the sun, was shining, might very well have been
part of the Riviera di Ponente, say in the neighbour-
hood of Pegli. At length we reached a steep
ascent. You remember the Puy de Pariou in
Auvergne. Well, multiply the Puy de Pariou
twenty times; place it under the tropics; carry a
road through one of the lips of the crater; let this
road be barred by a gate, within which you find
yourself on a steep, fortified declivity, not unlike
that which leads down to the inn at Finstermiinz,
and you will have some sort of idea of the approach
to Aden proper. Only, instead of the cattle with
their tinkling bells, which occupied the bottom of
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the Puy de Pariou when we saw it, you must
imagine a large Arab town with wide streets, long
ranges of whitewashed buildings, courts of justice,
a Parsce club, and many other institutions which it
was uscful for me to sce, hut which you would not
care to have enumerated.  Through this we drove
to the opposite edge of the crater, which is cleft by
a decp gorge communicating with extensive high-
Iands and valleys above. In this gorge are the
famous tanks—--a series of gigantic gulfs of strange
ond uncouth shapes connected by stairs, up which
we climbed to the last but one.  Picture to your-
selves such asuceession of deep irregular reservoirs,
rising one above another in a ravine full of tower-
ing precipices, at right angles to the valley of the
Petrusse, among the broken fortifications of Luxem-
hurg, and you will have some notion of this extra-
ordinary place.  These tanks were seven hundred
years old in the days of Dante, and it is a thousand
pities, both for him and them, that he did not pass
this way. They would not have missed their place
m the Inferno.

Most beneficent are they nevertheless. A rain
of less than two hours sometimes fills them with
cight million gallons of water, enough to last the
whole population of the settlement for a ycar.
Such rains arc of course only occasional ; but it is
a mistake to suppose that Aden is a rainless place.
Showers frequently fall in the winter months,
though generally very light ones, just sufficient to
lay the dust.

C
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Of course I had many questions to put to
General Schneider with respect to the political
circumstances of this strange ¢ coign of vantage; ”
and as his brother, who has been acting for him
during a recent absence, is now on board, I shall
hear a good deal more before many days are over.
These intricate matters, however, will have more
interest for Mallet than for you, so I shall keep
them for him.

Spent the morning in re-reading, amongst other
things, the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyim. What a
grand poem it is :—

“ Myself, when young did cagerly frequent
Doctor and Saint, and heard great argmmnent,
About it, and about! but evermore
Came out by the same door where in I went.

“With them the secd of wisdom did I sow,
And with my own hand wrought to make it grow ;
And this was all the harvest that I reaped,
I came like water, and like wind I go

“Into tiis Universe, and why not knowing,
Nor whence like water willy-nilly flowing ;
And out of it as wind along the wasto,
I know not whither willy-nilly blowing.

“Up from FEarth’s centre, through the seventh gate,
I rose and on the throne of Saturn sate;
And many a knot unravelled by the road,
But not the master-knot of human fate.

“There was the door to which I found no key;
There was the veil through which I could not sec;
Some little talk a while of Me and Thee
There was—and then no more of Thee and Me.”
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And again * *

«] sometimes think that never blows so red
The rose, as where some buried Cwsar bled ;
That every hyacinth the garden wears
Dropt in her lap from some once lovely head.

“ And this reviving herb, whose tender green
Fledges the river-lip on which we lean;
Ah'! lean upon it lightly, for who knows
IFrom what once lovely lip it springs unscen ?

“Ah, my beloved! fill the cup that clears
To-day of past regrets and future fears;
To-morrow! why, to-morrow I may be
Mysclf with yesterday’s seven thousand years.”

Strange to think that this was written by a
schioolfellow of the Old Man of the Mountain !

We were still 1,379 miles from Bombay at noon,
and although the sca is perfectly calm, we arc not
doing more than ten miles an hour. Makullah is
past, and we must be somewhere off Shahur, a
little state with which the chicf of that place is at
present fighting, and with which, as well as with
its enemy, we have a slave trade treaty. To the
north are scen high mountains, like faint clouds,
but we shall soon be out of sight of land, and
beyond the great declivity in the bed of the Indian
Occan, where the soundings go down from 1,200 or
so to 2,000 fathoms.

The Scrvice was again rcad Dby the Bishop of
Bombay, and was none the less impressive from
the fact of this being the last Sunday in the
Christian year. They sang in the morning Lieber’s

c?2
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hymn—¢ Iloly, holy, holy;” and at night, that

one of which the refrain is—

“0O hear us when we cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea.”

The IIeathen Chinec is well represented on board,
though most of the sailors come from the Gulf of
Cambay. In his capacity of a most serviceable
creature, hic took his own share in arranging the
benehes and chairs for our extemporized church.
“Very odd all this must appear to thesc fellows,”
said X—- ~to me.  You know what they call what
we are going to be about-—Joss Pigeon—-idol
business !

Nov. 27¢th.—We ought to have landed last night,
but we were still many miles from Bombay at
twelve o’clock A thanks to the detention of
the Malwa at DMalta, in consequence of  the
gale in the Southern Mediterrancan, whose last
cfforts at mischicl we experienced in the swell that
met us in the Straits of Otranto; thanks, too, to
the persevering head-winds which have blown ever
since we left Suex  Our voyage, since we came
out of Aden, has been uneventful, but most plea-
sant. The Indian Ocecan at this season is simply
paradisaical. I do not think an invalid, with
whom the sea does not disagree, could possibly do
better than cross and re-cross it all the winter
through. The climate is, beyond all comparison,
superior to that of Cairo or the Nile. The ther-
mometer stands in my cabin at about 80" Fahr. in

s AT R AR IS s ek
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the day, and not much lower at night; but there
is a pleasant breceze, and onc ncver fecls for onc
moment cither too hot or too cold. A few passing
stcamers (Ditchers they call those which go
through the Canal), hundreds of flying fish, of
which I, by some odd fatality, have seen none;
some porpoises, several splendid moon-riscs, and
onc or two fairly good sunscts; a man overboard,
who was recovered : these have been our mild ex-
citements. 'The passengers, who are very numerous,
have fallen, of course, into many groups, according
to their tastes, connections, and pursuits. We have
been singularly fortunate in the amount of informa-
tion, as well upon things Indian, which we have ve-
ceived, as in the number of agrecable hours which
we have passed; and the conclusion of the voyage
would be very far indeed from being a satisfaction
if we did not look forward to spending some days
at Bombay, with several of those of whom we
have secen most on board.

Nov. 28th.—A little before three this morning
I was awoke by the vessel stopping; and as 1
looked out of my window, a bright flash met my
eyes. It came from the lighthouse on the Prongs,
and we were at length in Indian waters.  Before
dawn, most people were on deck, and were re-
warded by a sunrise of great heauty-——long lines
of gold and violet lying above the flat-topped
hills of the Mahratta country, and the numerous
islands formed like these of trap, which stud the

great inlet of the sca known as Bombay harbour.
14900
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Some hours passed in the usual preparations,
and about cight o’clock five of us got into a
stecam-launch, which the Governor had sent out,
and procceded to the landing-place of Mazagon,
whenee we drove to his country house at Parell.
The trajet would, I have no doubt, have looked
common-place enough to many eyes accustomed
to India; but to mine it was full of novelty and
interest. Tirst came the boats, with their graceful
sails, formed, most of them, out of many picces of
cloth sewn together; then the strange sandals of
the men on the landing-stairs. Next —— pointed
out to me the Cocoa-nut and the Toddy palm, the
Mango, the Casuarina, and the gold Mohur tree.
Then I heard ¢ the inevitable Indian crows,”
while every group had something to arrest the eye,
either from strangeness of attitude or brilliancy
of colour.

After the heat of the day was over, Sir Philip
Wodehouse took and myself for a long drive.
Passing some of the cotton mills, avhich are already
beginning to attract the attention of Manchester,
we turned to the right, across a hideous flat, on
which rice is grown in the rains, and reached the
sea-shore just as the sun was setting. called
my attention to the curious way in which, in this
land of sudden darkness, the foreground becomes
quite pale and dead, where, in England, it would
still be blazing with colour; to the exquisitely
graceful growth of the Cocoa-nut palms, in a
arove through which we passed ; to the Elephant
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Creeper (drgyreia speciosa) ; to the pretty lamps
suspended in the shops of the native town, and to
much else. It was indeed no small privilege to
have my first peep of India under the guidance of
an eye and mind to which everything was at once
familiar and fresh.

Skirting Back Bay, a namc rather too famous
in the modern history of the Western Presidency,
we arrived at the great range of public buildings
which has rccently arisen under the initiative of
Sir Bartle Frere, and which would do honour to
any capital. Then we turned and passed home-
wards, through the crowded streets of Bombay
proper, said to be about che best native city in
India, but which, even with all the advantage of
darkness, and of its many twinkling lights, did
not strike me nearly so much as Cairo.

I am established here in charming rooms, all the
more agrecable to me as having been built by
Mountstuart Elphinstone. They look over a park,
laid out as in Iingland, and well timbered. At
this scason, however, I need hardly say that the
grass is not green.

Behind the house—the older part of which, at
one time, belonged to the Order of Jesus—cextends
a large garden, full of trees and shrubs, most of
whose names will, I trust, soon be more familiar to
me than they are now; and behind that again is a
pretty large sheet of water, along the margin of
which runs a terrace, shaded by very fine Mangoes.

Dec. 1st.——We started from Government Iouse
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at two o’clock, and went by railway to Narell, alittle
village at the foot of the Ghauts, where we found
ponies, and rode up some seven miles to Matheran,
a sanitarium much resorted to of late years.

Dece. 2nd.—Just one month since we left London.
About sunrise we mounted our horses, and went
off to sce various views of local celebrity.  All the
mountains hereabouts have the same character—
precipitous sides and level swmmits. Trap and
laterite are the prevailing rocks, and, when weather-
worn, they constantly assume an  architectural
character, mimicking, as they perhaps suggested,
hill forts and Ilindoo temples. The woods have
nothing tropical.  You do not for a moment think,
as T found myself thinking once or twice at
Bombay, that I was driving up the centre of the
palm-house at Kew. They look, as yvou canter
through them, like very luxuriant forest and copse
of ilex, laurel, arbutus, and chestnut, [ need
hardly say that when one moves more slowly,
one secs that almost ceverything on which the
cye falls is as strange as if one had been suddenly
shot into another planct. T thought, at firvst, that
my cxpedition would be quite fruitless, as far as
the vegetable kingdom was concerned ; for although
Dr. G—— had kindly promised to name any plants
I might gather, the profusion, added to the general
similarity of many of the trees, would have made
this an unsatisfactory operation, especially as I
could not-expect to sce him for some days. What
was to be done? T called the landlord of our
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hotel, and, with many misgivings, bade him selcct
from the llzlrdly—élothod barbarians who surrounded
us, those who knew the plants best. Then, after
having gathered a great quantity, I asked them

O D
what they were, one by one, referring, as 1 did so,
to the manuseript list which Dr. B--— had given

me belore leaving £ngland, containing the Mahratti
and the scientific appellations of the most im-
portant members of the Matheran flora.  Judge of
my satisfaction when I found that in almost every
«ase these wild people were able to give the names,
in theie own language, as accurately as say our
friend Mr. Cunnack did the other day at IHelston
and the Lizavd.

Our guides were Dhangurs, or herdsmen, a tribe
extending all over the hills in this neighbourhood.
They live apart from the Mahratti villagers, in the
depths of the forest, and have their own dialect,
but speak Mahratti to strangers.

Dr. Smith, in his pleasant little book' on
Matheran 1ill, observes: “Theiv intelligence, if
tested in  the ordinary way, may appear low;
they cannot tell their age exactly, nor can they
count much over twenty without getting confused ;
the days of the week they know, but they do not
number those of the month, obscrving only the
changes of the moon. In such matters their
capacity is fecble; but let them be triel with
questions about their trees, the names of them,
and the scasons at which they are in flower or

! Maclachlan and Stewart @ Edinburgh,
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fruit, or with inquiries about the wild beasts, and
the innumerable birds and insects of their jungles,
and they will reply with astonishing minutenecss
and accuracy. Boys cven show great readiness ;
and the best collector of plants on the hill often
brought his wife with him, to assist in naming
them correctly. Living under»the influences of
the woods, the pcople generally have a shy and
quict manner. They are gentle to one another,
and crime is so uncommon amongst them that
they give the magistrates of the hill no trouble.”

By their help I made out a great many plants;
anfongst others, the Ghela (Randia dumelorum),
whose apple-like fruit is used for poisoning fish;
the Paput (Pavetle Indica), onc of the collee
family ; the Bamun (Colebrookic ternata); the
Rametta (Lasiosophoir speciosume) ; the Karunda
(Carissa Carandas); the Lullei (Albizzia stipulata),
said to he superh in the {flowering scason; the
Jambul (Syzygivim  jambolonumy; the Koosur
(Jasminum latifolium) ; the Chickakai (Aeacic
concinna) 3 the stinging Kooltee (7ragic involu-
crata) ; the sweet-smelling composite Bombarti
(Blumea holoserica) ; the prickly Chichurti (Sole-
nwm Indicum); and some twenty others—which
was quite enough for onc morning.

To any onc living in Bombay who has a taste
for natural history, this place must be a paradise—
affording, as it does, under the pleasantest con-
ditions, an opportunity of becoming easily ac-
quainted with a very large portion of the flora
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and fauna of the whole presidency. I say flora
and fauna, for the animals of the hill are hardly
less remarkable than its plants.  The tiger is very
are; the panther and hywena much commoncr;
and venomous snakes of many kinds are un-
pleasantly numerous, though accidents from their
bite very rarcly oceur.

As we walked down the hill, I gathered every
plant which was in flower, finding only about
five-and-twenty, for it is onc of the worst moments
in the yecar. The most conspicuous were the
magnificent Jpomaea campanulala and a specics
of Crololaria, like a very large broom.  When we
got half way it grew much warmer, and we came
on great woods of teak, clothed chiefly with
skeleton leaves, and looking very ghost-like.

It was dark before we reached Narell, infamous,
by the way, as the birthplace of Nana Sahib,
whenee we returned to Government IHouse.

Dec. 3rd.—1in route to Ahmedabad.——Well, T
have had my first glimpse of Bombay-—what is
the net result ?

I have had various conversations with the
Governor and other leading persons about public
allairs.

I have re-scen a few people whom I had
previously scen at the India  Office, and with
whom T was glad to improve my acquaintance.

I have met a number of new faces—native and
Turopean ; amongst others, the Iindoo, the
Mahometan, and the Parsece members of the
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Legislative Council, Sir Jamsetjee Jeejecbhoy,
Mr. Munguldass Nuthoobhoy, &ec., &c.

I have learned the leading localities of Bombay.
Maps are all very well, but if one has cver again,
as I have had before now, to read papers which
turned upon these, it is something to know the
nature of the ground by personal experience.

I have seen a great Oriental city under British
management, and been able to compare it with
Constantinople or Smyrna.

I have looked at a considerable number of
native manufactured goods, especially textile

fabrics.

- I have seen the outside of a Jain, a ITindoo,
and a Parsee temple, so curiously unlike one’s
ideas of cceclesiastical edifices, which have hitherto
always been connected with Gothie, or Classical,
or Saraccenic, or Russo-Byzantine architecture.

I have paid a visit, with their Curator, to the
Victoria Gardens, which have bheen of late years
sadly neglected, but contain a great many curious
things. Ilere, inler alia, I saw the Banian, the
Shaddock, the Custard Apple, and its near relative
the Soursop, Bochmeria wnivea close to the nettle
which produces the Rheca fibre, Jatropha manilot,
which furnishes us with tapioca, and the Baobab.

I have scen Dr. Wilson, of the Free Church,
whose acquaintance I made some years ago in
London, and who is well known as a mine of
information about this part of Asia. His villa
commands a most exquisite view of the open sca,
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of the harbour, and of the mountains on the
mainland—a view which has been compared to
some on the Bay of Naples, but, perhaps, not very
happily. It would, however, be difficult to over-
praise it.

Another most instructive visit was to Dr.
Narayen Daji, who had arranged for us an admir-
able collection of Bombay vegetable products.
ITcre, for the first time, I drank the toddy of the
Cocoa-palny; and of the Phaniz sylvestris, tasted
the Mowa flower (Bassic lalifolia), and the plea-
sant fruit of the Borassus flubelliformis (the toddy
palm), smelt the well-named Pandanus odoratissi-
mus (the screw pine), had myself engarlanded with
the Chrysanthemuns Indicum, and received curious
little parcels formed of picces of the nut of the
Arcca-palm, mixed with lime, and covercd by the
leaves of the piper betel, an indispensable article
at visits in this regiomn.

Other plants which have struck me as conspicu-
ous in Bombay arc a great malvaccous tree, with
a ycllow flower not unlike that of the cotton plant
Thespesia  Populnea, much planted along the
roads; Clitoria ternata, a beautiful leguminous
flower 5 Bougainvillea glabra ; the Jacquemontia,
a pretty convolvulus; Ficus nitidus, nearly allied
to the banian, and, like it, with numerous pendant
roots.

Botanically, one can, of course, hope to do very
little on a hurried journcy like mine, but I shall
be disappointed if I leave this country without a
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fair knowledge of the trces and flowers most con-
ncected with Anglo-Indian life—of the plants of
primary commercial or economic importance, and
of those which figure in the legends or mythology
of the people. Many will be able to help me with
the first. Drury’s Useful Plants of India, and
Brandis’s Forest Flora of the North-West, will
be invaluable, for the second, and the third will
come gradually. Dr. Narayen Daji has already
shown me the Toolsee (Ocymum sanctum), the
Jonesia Asoke, and some others. | LA 00

We left Parell and its kind inmates about scven
A.M., and arc now on the Bombay, Baroda, and
Central India Railway. The line runs first
through the island on which the capital of Western
India is built, then crosses into Salsette, which it
leaves by a very long bridge, over an inlet of the
sea, dotted at its mouth, as we ran past, with
singularly pretty white sails.

The railway authorities have done everything
for our comfort ; still it is very hot—the thermo-
meter standing at 90°, in this- airy saloon carriage,
with the venetians shut on the sunny side.

The line keeps near the shore, and is carried over
tertiary deposits almost all the way to Ahmedabad.
Hard by the Portuguese settlement of Damuan,
and only there, we crossed a little promontory,
which is, like Bombay and Salsette, formed of trap.

From the time we reached the mainland till we
began to get near Damaun, the toddy palm (Boras-
sus flabelliformis) was the commonest member of
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its family ; now we have got apparently into the
region of the Phanix sylvestris. 'There has been a
great deal, too, of the Babool (dcacia Arabica).

The wealthier natives are clothed chiefly in
white, the poorer in the same costume as the
Apollos of the Shadoofs, who are, however, a more
powerful race.

As we advance, the soil manifestly improves,
and much more of the surface is under cultivation.
The Ghauts are no longer visible, and with them
the trap has trended off to the right.

Cotton and castor-oil are seen in considerable
quantities, before we reach Sucheen (kcep your
map open as you read). By threc we are at Surat,
where we arc met by friendly faces, with whose
owners half an hour passes only too quickly.
Then we cross the Taptee, a large river; and, cre
long, the far larger Nerbudda—here, near its
mouth, three-quarters of a mile broad in this,
the dry season. On its further bank lies Broach,
round which stretches a vast level of rich soil
covered with cotton now in flower.

All along this line the gardens at the stations
are most carefully attended to—one at Unclesur is
a perfect model.

Night fell at Pallej, and it was half-past nine
by the time wec reached Ahmedabad, where we
were most kindly received by Mr. Newnham the
district judge; the collector, or head of the ad-
ministration being away, making a tour of inspec-
tion as is usual at this season.
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It was a glorious night, and more stars were
visible to the naked eyc than I have ever seen
before, for the atmosphere of Ahmedabad is at
present singularly clear.

Dee. 4th.—We are now necarly out of the
tropics, having come about ten degrees to the
north since we left Aden, and it was quite cool in
the early morning. We were off betimes to visit a
famous well—--an exquisite combination of galleries,
pillars, and deep cold pools sunk beneath the
soil.

Look at the picture of one, which you have by
you, for I despair of describing this,- or, indced,
almost any of the buildings here. They ave too
unlike anything with which you are familiar.
Luckily good Indian photographs are now readily
accessible.

Some grey monkeys, wise-looking creatures, with
long tails, scampered up into the great trees as we
approached. They are a source of much amuse-
ment here, delighting in tantalizing the dogs with
the vain hope of catching them, a taste which is
shared by the funny little Indian squirrel, whose
acquaintance I made this morning, and who flits
about over all the buildings like the lizards in
1taly.

Returning to the city, we visited the Great
Mosque, the Triple Gateway, at one of the beams
of which the Mahratta governors of Ahmedabad
used to shoot five arrows to take the auspices,
.the tombs of Ahmed Shah and his queens, two
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windows of perforated stone in a desecrated
mosque, which are said to be unrivalled in the
whole East, and the curious temple of the quite
modern Hindoo sect of Swamee Narayen, cited by
Fergusson as an illustration of his thesis, that
architecture in India is a thoroughly living art.
The man who designed this fantastic but extremely
pretty building dicd only eighteen months ago.

‘We spent an interesting forenoon, the first part
of it in sceing the public offices under most in-
telligent guidance. I will not inflict on you
details which can be found in well-known books,
but you may imagine with what interest one saw,
as distinguished from reading about a Kutcherry,
and heard recounted on the spot the “ Who’s who”
of the district, with the namecs, duties, and where-
abouts of all concerned. Then we went on to see
the interior of a Jain temple. .

The Jains are, you know, the followers of a
form of Indian religion, which may be described
as a tertium quid between Brahmanism and Bud-
dhism. Still later we visited a number of the
handloom weavers, and saw the actual process of
making, with the rudest appliances, the Kinkhab,
or gold cloth of Ahmedabad, which is surpassed,
if surpassed at all, by that of Benares alone.

These visits took us into many of the native
houses, and showed us incidentally a good deal of
the life of the people—e.g., such sights as a party
of hired mourners keening in Irish fashion for a
death ; a woman grinding with the quern, while

D
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she rocked her baby’s cradle by a string attached
to one of her toes; another shelling rice with a
club; a third reeling silk with her foot and hand ;
a fourth ginning cotton with the wheel or churka.
In the afternoon we drove to the mosque of
Shah Alum, which lies at some distance from the
town, and the road to which was of the same cha-
racter as that which leads towards Sardis from
Cassaba—not delightful therefore upon wheels.
The buildings connected with this mosque are
very extensive, and most beautiful. They are
doubtless, more or less en decadence, but therc is
nothing to compare with the grimy ruin of the
mosques at Cairo, which, to my thinking, can
never, at their best, have been worthy of com-
parison with these. In Ahmcdabad, the mosque
proper consists of several parallel arcades, with
the pulpit, and the Mecca niche in the centre.
The few worshippers we have seen have knelt
sometimes in the arcades, but oftener in the open
space in front. Hard by the mosque are supple-
mentary buildings, the- tombs of the founder and
his queens—the whole walls of which are almost
made up of plates of pierced stone (like that one
which I have, and which came, I believe, from
Beejapore), arranged fifty or sixty together, in
windows, more or less Gothic in shape. The
number of different designs is endless; I did not
chance to observe any two which were quite alike.
Dec. 5th.—To see more mosques—I spare you
names and historical notices, which would coﬁvey
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nothing to your minds ; but they belong to the era
of the Mahometan kings of Guzerat, from 1412 to
1572, one of whom, by the way, is said to have been
the original Blue Beard. The characteristic of all
the architecture here is its exquisiteness. There is
nothing grand or imposing, though the transmission
of light through perforated stone has something of
the solemnizing effect of stained glass. The colour
of the buildings is good—a rich red. Fergusson,
whom we take as our guide, says :—

“In Ahmedabad itself, the Hindu influence continued to be felt
throughout. Even the mosques are IHindu, or rather Jaina, in
every detail, only here and there an arch is inserted, not because
it was wanted constructively, but because it was a symbol of the
faith; while in their tombs and palaces even this is generally
wanting. The truth of the matter is, the Mahometans had forced
themselves upon the most civilized and most essentially building
race at that time in India, and the Chalukyas conquered their con-
querors, and forced them to adopt forms and ornaments which were
superior to any the invaders knew or could have introduced. The
result is a style which combines all the elegance and finish of
Jaina or Chalukya art with a certain largeness of conception which
the Hindu never quite attained, but which is characteristic of
the people who at this time were subjecting all India to their
sway.”

A drive to a long-deserted but once lordly
pleasure-place at some distance from the city, on
the banks of the Saburmuttee, which bringing
down only the drainage of the Aravulli range, is
not to compare in volume to the Taptee or the
Nerbudda, enabled us to see the park-like charac-
ter of Guzerat. Amongst the most conspicuous
trees is the Tamarind, whose delicate foliage, seen

against the blue sky, is exceedingly beautiful.
D 2
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Common too, fair of leaf and inconspicuous of
flower, is the Neem, a Melia related to that beauti-
ful Melia which we saw in Shereef Pasha’s garden,
and which last species is called here the Indian
lilac. Much more conspicuous, though not medi-
cinally useful, is the Millingtonia suberosa, with long
pendant white flowers. The banian is every-
where, and I see for the first time the great
Feronia elephantum covered with fruit hard and
nearly as large as cricket-balls. On our way home
we visited another great Jain temple, built very re-
cently, and much praised by Fergusson. The
_almost Gregorian chants, and the incense, were
like a good decal I have seen and heard before.
Here, however, the worshippers strike a bell to
call the attention of "the god. It is not the bell
that summons the worshippers. Breakfast over,
we go to see a Hindoo gentleman, who engar-
landed us with jasmine, and showed us bushels of
jewels, returning to bargain for Kinkhab, some of
which we buy, and to look at gold and silver orna-
ments, none of which- were sufficiently unlike
things familiar to me to make them tempting.
Very beautiful ornaments are said to be made
here, but only to order.

After a visit to a great Jain banker, and the
inspection of his family treasures in pearl and gold,
we rode to Sirkej, a ruined royal mosque, cemetery,
and pleasure-house some miles from the town.
Mr. Burgess, from whom I have had a note to-night,
tells me that it is not faintly to be compared to
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Oodeypore ; but, secn at sunset, it is certainly one
of the prettiest places I have ever beheld—a great
decp placid expanse of water surrounded by the
most graceful architecture, with long lines of steps
leading down to it on all sides. These are the
elements of the scene, but only its elements.

A huge crocodile floated calmly on the surface,
which did not prevent some natives leaping into
the water feet foremost from the top of one of the
neighbouring pavilions, a height of some thirty
feet. This was my first crocodile. You remember
how vainly we looked for bis brethren on the Nile.
To-day, too, introduced me to the Mina, or Indian
starling—a pretty, tame little creature—as yester-
day introduced me to the green parrots, here very
numcrous and self-asserting.

The road to Sirkej led us first past a Guaeratti
village, said by our guide to be characteristic—and
very comfortable it looked under its old trees—
then over a wide expanse of plain, overgrown with
what they here call the tiger-grass and a bright
yellow cassia.

We sent Bernardo, R——’s Portuguese servant,
to buy some fruits in the bazaar. 1le has brought
back the Custard apple and the Guava, neither of
which seemed to me good, but I am told that, if
one were to eat the former at Poona in the rains,
one would think differently.. IIe also brought
the water-chestnut (Zrapa bispinosa), which is
largely eaten here, and consumed in immense quan-
tities in Cashmere. I thought it pleasant, but
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its cultivation is very mischievous to the tanks,
which fill up rapidly with mud wherever it is grown,
as Sleeman tells us in his pleasant Rambles,
and as T observed for myself to-day in a small
tank at Sirkej.

. Amongst other subjects about which I have had
conversations here with persons whose opinions
seemed to me worthy of consideration, were the
state of the native army, the indebtedness of the
cultivators, the amendments wanted to make the
examinations for the civil service altogether satis-
factory.

We returned to Bombay vid Surat, traversing by
daylight all that part of the line which we had
not seen on our way north. The traffic-manager,
who accompanied us for some hours and gave
me much information about the statc and prospects
of the line, mentioned to me that the population of
part of the country through which we passed was
475 to the square mile. It was well cultivated,
and covered with timber. One might have fancied
oncself in Warwickshire at midsummer, if the
grass had been as green as the trees. At the large,
bustling station of Baroda, some Afghans, with
Jewish faces and skull-caps, were getting horses
into the train, and onc of the railway officials told
me that in the cotton season they have workmen
on this line, who have come all the way from
Bokhara.

Baroda is, as you know, the capital of the
Guicowar, and we at one time meant to stay for a
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day there; but, in the existing state of affairs, with
a change of residents impending and other diffi-
culties, this would not be expedient.

We went to Surat chiefly to see friends, but
found the place much more interesting than we
had expected. The Nawab of Beyla met us at the
station, and in his train, for the first time, we saw
a state-elephant, painted and gorgeously capari-
soned. The tombs of the governors of the English
and Dutch factories in the seventeenth century
took me quite by surprise. They are immense
structures, obviously meant to impress the natives
with a sense of the greatncss of those who here
“lay in glory, every man in his own house.” It
was the same policy which made all the employés
of the Iinglish factory in those days dine off plate,
and have each course introduced by a flourish of
trumpets. Our own cemetery is kept in fair order
by private subscription, but the Dutch much wants
attention, getting rapidly overgrown, and having
an cvil repute as a resort of snakes.

At the house of the Acting-collector I met a
large party of native gentlemen, many of them
connected with the municipality, a very active and
cfficient body, as the well-watcred and clean streets
clearly prove.

Here too, in India, my eye first fell on the long
rows of huts (lines as they are called), in which the
Sepoys live, and the regiment, the 26th N.I., which
is stationed here. As we drove through the town
in the evening, a noise of discordant drums and
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fifes attracted us to a street, in which the prelimi-
nary ceremonies of a marriage were going on. It
was illuminated from end to end with little lamps,
at the expensc of the bridegroom, below which
a crowd, clad in the usual white garments of the
country, moved up and down.

At this place, also, I had much instructive talk
with a variety of persons, all looking at the country
and its pcople from different angles—with the
Commissioner of the division, now on his march
through the collectorates which he superintends,
with the Acting-collector, with the Judge, and
with our host, the Assistant-judge, who had
formerly been in the political department, and had
much tliat was new to me to tell, especially about
Kattiawar. On our way to the station we looked
in at the Iigh School, where the ‘sixth form *’
was reading Cowper intelligently, visiting also the
Nawab of Beyla, and another Mahometan noble-
man, who had, like him, married into the Surat
family. At both houses we were received with
much statc—the ceremonies within being partly
those you have seen in Turkey, and partly the
scenting and engarlanding of which I have alrcady
spoken. IIow I wish we could send home some of
.the garlands, especially those which are made of
jasmine and roses. Some people think the scent of
the former (alarger variety than our English one)
rather overpowering, but I cannot say that I find
it so while the flowers arc quite fresh.

“As we moved south from Surat, I noted onc or’
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two things—e.g., the increasing numbers of the
Plantain, as we get further into the tropics, the
transition from a Guzaratti-speaking to a Mahratti-
speaking population, the vast number of iron
bridges on this costly but much-used line, the fine
views of the Ghauts, of which we saw little going
north, as they were on the sunny side.

Bomnay, Dee. 8th.—We went this morning with
the Secretary to Government over part of the
Secretariat, which commands, I suppose, one of the
finest sca views to be had from any Government
office in the world, and in which the arrangements
of the council-room, &ec., had of course a certain
interest. _

Later, we drove round a large part of the town
with Dr. Wilson-—a great plcasure—to be put in
the same class, as going over Canterbury Cathedral
with the author of the A/emorials, the Greyfriars
churchyard with Robert Chambers, or Ilolyrood
with poor Joseph Robertson. Dr. Wilson has
been here nearly fifty ycars, and has scen genera-
tion after generation of officials rise, culminate,
and disappear.

It would take too long to cnumerate all the
things we saw, but I note ecspecially a Shiah
mosque, the first I cver looked upon; the strcet
which supplies all Asia with Mahometan books,
more being reproduced herc (by lithography chiefly)
than in Constantinople or any other city; a small
mosque, which forms the centre of whatever is
fanatical and dangerous in the Mussulman popula-
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tion of Bombay ; a tiny temple of the monkey god
Hanuman; and opposite it a much larger one,
dedicated to Siva. We walked through the second
of these, amidst a ghastly but amicable crowd of
worshippers, chiefly men from Guzerat. You
remember thinking El Azhar one of the most
extraordinary places you ever entered. Well, this
temple is as much more unfamiliar than El Azhar,
as that is than St. Sophia. The centre is formed
by a tank, in which people were bathing, and round
which there were, I think, four different shrines.
Sacred cattle encumbered the pathway, while
hideous and filthy devotees squatted about every-
where—one, who was smeared with ashes from
hcad to foot, being pre-eminently unpleasant.
“What arc they doing in that corner?” said I to a
Mahratta Brahmin, naked to the waist, but speaking
English perfectly. ¢ Preaching,” he replied, *just
as in your churches.”

In spite of this courteous recognition of kinship,
I must say that such a place as this makes one
understand a good deal of iconoclastic zeal, both
Mussulman and Christian—however much one may
be convinced that, in religious matters at least as
much as in any others, a short cut is apt to be the
longest way rouund.

Another curious building, which we saw but did
not enter, was a temple of thosc Jains who call
themselves Dhoondias, ‘“men of research,” and
reject idols.

Many of these remarkable objects were, by the
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way, either on or near the very line of road which
we drove along, on the evening of the 28th ult., and
which I have noted as inferior in picturesque effect
to Cairo.

A pleasant little dinner concluded the evening,
in the course of which many subjects were discussed
by persons whose opinions it was interesting to
hear—as, for instance, the tone of the vernacular
press, the character of the first generation of
educated natives, the nature of the political rocks
ahead in India, if any, &ec.

A propos of a recent circular of the Government
about European graves, a striking epitaph was cited,
which ran somewhat as follows :—¢ IHerc lies the
body of ,» whose last wish—put a stone over me,
and write upon it that I died fighting my guns—is
thus fulfilled.”

One of the party mentioned that he once had to
send his horse nincty-three miles to be shod, and
that from a town of 13,000 inhabitants. It was a
black soil. district, and the natives did not protect
their horses’ feet.

Our host put into my hands a volume of the
Bombay rccords, containing, amongst other things
Sir Arthur Wellesley’s holograph despatch to
Mr. Jonathan Duncan, after the battle of Assaye,
in which he informs him that he has “compleatly”
defeated the armies of Dowlut Rao Scindiah and
the Rajah of Berar.

Dec. 9th.—We were up long before day, and off
to scc the Colaba observatory, which is chiefly




44, NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY.

important for its magnetic and meteorological
work. Myr. Chambers, its distinguished head,
showed us over it; and here, too, we saw the
beautiful planet which had given us so much
plecasure on the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean,
shorn of her beauties, and like a small black pea
on the disk of the sun. ‘

I leave Bombay with a much stronger impression
than I had bf its great Asiatic as distinguished from
“merely Indian importance. It is,and will be, more
and more to all this part of the world what Ephesus
or Alexandria were to the castern basin of the Medi-
terranecan in the days of the Roman Empire.

I wish I could give it a fortnight, and be allowed
to pick Dr. Wilson’s brains all the time; but the
“ limitations of cxistence ” say no to that.

And now, before we turn our faces towards
Northern India, is there anything which has
struck me much, and which I have forgotten to
note ?

Female Beauty.—1 have seen none, unless a
monkey of some ten summers, who begged from us
at Ahmedabad, might claim to be an exception.
Many admirable figures there are, no doubt. The
peasant women, walking into Surat in the morn--
ing, with loads on their heads, and undraped more
than half way up the leg, werc certainly very
finely formed. TFurther north, we found them
wearing a hideous petticoat.

The Bombay Markets.—An admirable building,
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and most instructive, if one went there, as I must
try to do when I return, with some one¢ who
knows well the various products of the country—
fruit, vegetables, and sceds. We bought a large
jar of splendid Bagdad dates for a rupee.

Types of Character.—Three young civilians, of
from four to six years’ standing, in different
places, and having had different trainings. Are
these the men with reference to whom some per-
sons tells us that the competitive system has been
a failure? If so, I shouwld like to know what
result they would call a success !

Bombay Cathedral.—Part of it the oldest, or
about the oldest ecclesiastical building in India,
and very ugly-—-the modern additions very much
better. The service was choral, but the singing
might easily have been improved. It was curious
to sce the punkah for the first time as an article of
Church furniture.

Life at a Station with few Furopeans.—The
game of Badminton in the early morning--the
keen interest of every one in his own work—the
anxious watching for the arrival of the English
mail—the young civilian, landed just a fortnight,
and starting for ¢ the districts,” to see the kind of
work he is hereafter to do.

L—— will say he has not had enough of birds,
beasts, &c.; so I will note having seen, at Ahme-
dabad, the beautiful Sarus crane—the creature
which is said to die if its mate is killed, and which
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is accordingly spared by all but the most brutal.
Of jackals we have heard many. At Surat they
held a council close by, while we were at dinner,
and I am sure all but resolved to invite them-
selves in. The little trotting bullocks, like Shet-
land ponics, and going about the same pace in a
light cart, at that place; the Mysore bullocks,
with ercct, antelope-looking horns, in the streets
of Bombay ; the great buffaloes, wallowing as
they do in the Pontine Marshes; a few fireflies
at Matheran ; the coppersmith bird, which makes
a noise like hammering metal, have been, in
addition to others, mentioned in their proper
plaée—the live creatures, other than human, which
have struck me most.

Dec. 9th.—We left Bombay soon after 10 A.m,
Mr. Le. Mesurier, the agent of the Great Indian
Peninsula Railway, accompanying us as far as
Callian (where a branch goes off to Poonah) and
giving us much valuable information.

Some of the views before you leave the low
ground are enchanting. One of a singularly
beautiful mountain, the site of an historical
fortress, seen over a foreground of water and
wide levels studded with palm trees, dwells
especially in my memory. The first station at
which we stopped beyond the suburbs of Bombay
was Tanna.

This is the place alluded to by Sir Bartle Frere,
who in his book on Indian Missions says :—

‘ An officer, Colonel Douglas, who in 1808 served on outpost
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duty at Tanna, twenty miles north of Bombay, then the northern
frontier of thie British possessions in Western India, lived to com-
mand fifty years later as brigadier at Peshawur, a frontier station
more than a thousand miles as the crow flies, in advance of his
quarters as an ensign. Almost the whole of the intermediate
territory had in the meantime fallen under the rule, more or less
direct, of the British crown.”

Beyond Callian the ascent of the Thull Ghaut
‘commences, and a noble piece of engincering it is.
Fine forests of tecak border the road on cach side
for some way up. You understand of course that
at this season almost every tree has got its leaves,
though very few are in flower. There is ono leaf-
less giant amongst these forests, with whitc and
ghostly branches tipped with flower buds, whose
name I have not yet discovered.

On our way up I saw onc of those jungle fires
to which my attention was called at dinner last
night, as illustrating a passage in the Ilistory of
the Mahrattas : —

““The Mahometans, whilst exhausting themselves, were gradually
exciting that turbulent predatory spirit, which, though for ages
smothered, was inherent in the 1lindoo natives of Maharashtra ;
in this manner the contention of their conquerors stirred those latent
embers, till, like the parched grass, kindled amid the forests of the
Syhadree Mountains, they burst forth in spreading flame, and men
afar off wondered at the conflagration,” *

Arrived at the top we came to a bare upland region
which was not without certain features of resem-
blance to my familiar Buchan.

Far away, however, on cither side stretched
outliers of the Ghauts, long reaches of level ridge,

* Grant Duft’s History of the Mahrattas. Vol. 1.
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on which, as on a necklace, were strung, at
intervals, peaks, or what would have been peaks,
if some giant had not cut off their points with
his sword. Near Nassick, where Sir G. Campbell
wished, not without having a good deal to say
for his idea, to place the capital of India, there
is a remarkable group of these strangely-shaped
hills.

Soon after we passed the station for that place,
and crossed the infant Godavery, it grew dark, and
we saw nothing more for many hours. When we
woke on the morning of the 10th, we had left
behind Kandeish and Berar, and were in the heart
of the Central Provinces. We had missed the
great junction of Bhosawul, whence a line runs to
Nagpore, through the Umrawuttee cotton district.
We had missed Kundwal, whence a line is being
constructed to Holkar’s capital of Indore, and
were far north of the Taptee.

The operations of washing and dressing were
hardly over when we reached Sohagpore, the
breakfast station, and saw to the south the fine
range of the Satpoora, and the Mahdeo group, near
the new Sanitarium of Pachmurree, for more
information about which see Forsyth’s Ilighlands
of Central India, which is something very much
better than a mere record of sport.

‘We are now in'the great Nerbudda valley, upon
sccondary rocks. The country is covered with
young wheat, as we saw the plain between Abydos -
and the Nile. I observe, too, some flax just
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coming into flower. Other crops there are which
I have not yct made out. The station gardens are
perfectly lovely. One of the Convolvulacew, which
covers all the buildings and is in full flower, is a
great feature. 'T'he country isnot unlike what the
Beauce would be if thinly scattered mangoes and
still more thinly scattered palms (Pheniz sylvestris)
were substituted for its formal lines of poplars.

I have just, by a judiciously planned raid at
one of the stations, gathered the Mpysore thorn
(Cwsalpinia sepiaria) which grows, in great quan-
tities, all along our track, and looks as the laburnum
would look if its flowers were in a splke instead
of being pendant.

As we advance, we sce the Vindhya range to the
north, and cross the Nerbudda, here a river of
moderate size, very unlike the mighty flood which
we left at Broach.

The country gets more wooded, and several
tanks are passed, with picturesque huildings on
their banks. The Satpoora are still to the south
of us, and quite close there is a small and singu-
larly rugged ridge belonging to their system,
and marking the site of Jubbulpore, which we
rcach between twelve and one, having traversed
614 miles since we left Bombay—a little more than
the distance from London to Inverness.

Railway travelling in Lurope would be a very
different thing from what it is, if onc could sleep
as well as we did last night, and wash like civilized

beings in the morning. R——tells me that in
B
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America these things are much better managed
than even here.

It is delightfully cool—quite a different climate
from that below the Ghauts. We slept on sofas
and our mattresses, in the ordinary Cashmere
sleeping dress of this region, under a light blanket,
and towards morning the addition of a railway
rug was pleasant. The dust is our great enemy,
and from it it is vain to fly, so we pass much of
our time on the platform in front of our carriage
and sec the country admirably. When we retreat
into our saloon, and its blue windows are shut, we
see the world as Renan, in a delicious passage,
says the aathor of the Imitation saw it, “revétu
d’une teinte d’azur comme dans les miniatures du
quatorziéme siecle.”

The houses of the peasantry, on which my eye
has fallen, since we got into the Central Provinces,
are smaller and poorer than those I chanced to
observe in Guzerat or the Mahratta country.
“ May Heaven defend us from the Evil One, and
from *’ hasty generalizations !

At Jubbulpore begins the East Indian Railway,
and the stations, for some reason which I cannot
yet fathom, become gardenless.

We have now (three p.M.) a range of low hills on
our right which connects the Satpoora with the
Rajmahal range, to the south of the Ganges.
On our left is the prolongation of the Vindhya
mountains, which is commonly known as the
Kymore Hills.
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The streams we cross still run to the Nerbudda,
but soon we shall come to the water-parting,
which separates the basin of that river from
the basin of the Ganges and its tributary the
Sone.

Gradually the two ranges approached, and we
ran on through a valley that reminded me of a
Highland strath, as the temperature of the
December evening did of August in Ross-shire.
It was dark before we reached Sutna, the station
near which General Cunningham recently made the
remarkable Buddhistic discoveries which I men-
tioned in my address to the Orientalist Congress
last September. By half-past tep.we werc at
Government House in Allahabad, having traversed
some 830 miles since we ran out of Bombay—-
something like the distancc from DBrindisi to
Alexandria.

Dec. 11¢h.—The morning was given to visits and
conversation, after which I went to see the pro-
ceedings of the High Court, where Special Appeals
were being tried. In the afternoon a party of us
visited the Fort, which stands near the confluence
of the Jumna with the Ganges. All confluences
in India are more or less sacred, but this one is
particularly so, both rivers being holy, and every
morning thousands of persons come to bathe in the
waters over which we look.

The sunset, as seen from the ramparts, was fine,
and we had something very like the Egyptian after-

glow, under the crescent moon, from the balcony
E 2
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of one of our companions in the Malwa, who
resides here.

Of the various objects of interest in the Fort,
that which I was most glad to see *was the pillar
dating from the age of Asoka, say B.c. 250, one of
the oldest architectural monuments in India. - You
will find it figured in Fergusson’s Ilandbook.
Curious, too, was the stump of the sacred banian,
on which the Chinese pilgrim, lliouen Thsang,
looked in the seventh century.

Dec. 12th.—A pretty long walk in the cold,
crisp morning took me over admirable roads made
of kunkur, a material of which we have all heard,
but which I first here actually see, to the house of
a resident who kindly shows me his whole esta-
blishment. I see the stables, the cattle, the
sheep, the fowls, the wheat fields, the swimming
bath, and whatever else is characteristic of a pros-
perous Anglo-Indian mérage in these parts. Last,
not least, I walk over the garden, on which its
owner bestows great care.

There I come to know the Mhowa (Bassia lati-
Jolia), one of the most important of Indian trees,
and see too the tasselled Duranta, the large Chinese
jasmine, the Pcacock flower (Poyntziana pulcher-
rima), the Quisqualis, another favourite Anglo-
India shrub, with much else. I have explained to
me the method by which turf is formed and kept
alive in this thirsty land, and am taught to dis-
criminate between some of the more important
foods of the people—the pulse called gram (Cicer
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Arietinum, whence the nickname of Cicero), the
millet (Penicillaria setacea), known as Bajra, &ec.

Then the difficulties which attend vine, peach,
and English melon culture in this climate are ex-
plained to me, and I learn by taste the merits of
Iibiscus Subdariffa, a malvaccous plant, whose
calyx, strange to say, makes exccllent jam.

After breakfast comes more political talk with
the Licutenant-Governor of the most instructive
kind—while the afternoon is given to the native
town, where I have, under the most admirable
auspices, a whole succession of peeps into the life
of the people. I seethe small stores of the pawn-
brokers, chiefly in silver ornaméxgts. I see a
lapidary cutting gems with bow and wheel. T see
cowries used as change, forty-eight going to the
anna, which is equivalent to15d. T see the sweet-
meat shops, and toy shops, and guitar shops, and
a manufactory of lac bracelets. Lastly, I assist
at a curious little scene. A weaver has bought
five-shillings’ worth of gold, and wants it made
into a nose-ring. IIe covenants with a working
jeweller to make it—he paying the jeweller about
a penny for his labour, which is to last an hour—
the employer sitting by all the while and watching,
in the attitude of a cat, that none of his gold be
purloined—an arrangement by which he also gets
the bencfit of the jeweller’s fire for an hour on a.
December afternoon. I first see the gold in the
shape of a pea, then I see it assume the shape of a
small bar. As we pass homeward, it has hecome
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a completed nose-ring, for which, having made the
weaver understand, through my guide, that the
transaction will be largely to the advantage of all
concerned, I give seven shillings and carry it off
in triumph.

Inexorable night came upon us long before my
curiosity was satisfied, and yet I have been told

ten times over that there is nothing to see in
Allahabad.

Luck~ow, Dec. 16¢h—A journcy of 165 miles,
much of it performed by night, took me to the
capital of Oudh, vid Cawnpore, where I stayed
long enough to see what has given the place its
dismal celebrity.

I have been refreshing my recollections of those
sad days by George Trevelyan’s eloquent book,
but you would hardly thank me for recalling the
details of one of the most unrelieved tragedies in
English history.

The scenes of some of its most hideous passages
are veiled by luxuriant gardens, to which wise local
regulations have affixed a semi-sacred character.

“The tower has sunk in the castle moat,
And the cushat warbles her one clear note

In the elms that grow into the brooding sky,
Where Anstice sat long ago waiting to die.”

I spent most of my time at Cawnpore in the
house which once belonged to our friends the
H——s, a roomy, pretty bungalow—-that is, being
interpreted, a villa in which screens and curtains
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largely do the work done by partition walls in
temperate climates.

On cither side lic wide spaces of turf—what was
his rose garden on this, and hers on that. Both
are still kept up, more or less, but in this climate
the plants soon want renewing.

From the broad veranda behind the drawing-
room the eye ranges over a vast plain, which, but
for its atmosphere and colouring, might be any
part of the left bank of the Danube below Pesth.
Between the house, however, and that plain
spread the broad waters of the Ganges, compara-
tively scanty at this season, I need hardly say, but
in the rains thinking nothing of inundating twenty
square miles on its northern shore:

Right below the veranda is a backwater, along
the margin of which had collected in great quanti-
ties the flowers of the Zagetes maximus, a sort of
tall marigold, very sacred here.

These had been offered to the hallowed stream
by the devotees at a bathing station just above the
upper end of the garden, and on the backwater.
From that bathing station a long wooden bridge
leads to a low islet of shingle, upon which many
Brahmins had erected each his own little sacred
bathing-shed. Beyond was another branch of the
river, and yet beyond a further shingle bank and
the deep water channel of the hour, down which
an uncouthly-shaped boat now and then glided.

My attention was called to the proceedings of a
party on the further margin of the deep water
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channel, and through a telescope I saw them
making arrangements for burning a body, to
which, ere long, the slowly curling smoke showed
that they had set fire.

Ilere, in Lucknow, we have been the guests of
the Judicial Commissioner, and have scen very
fairly, thanks to him, all the most important pomts
in this huge place. .

There is little very good in the way of architee-
tura. The best buildings are two royal tombs, and
the Tmambarra, a huge edifice in the fort, which is
now converted into a depdt for ordnance. Other
things, such as the Great Mosque, look imposing
at a distance, but arc seen, when one gets near, to
be poor and tawdry.

The historic sites connected with the Mutiny arce
of the highest interest, and here, though God
knows the tragedy was decep cnough, it was not
the unrelieved tragedy of Cawnpore.

I wish our friend G—— could have gonc with
me over the Residency. I think even he would
have admitted that his countrymen, although they
are not much less apt than their neighbours to get
into scrapes, have a marvellous genius for getting
out of them.

The ruins have been left, most wisely, just as
they were after the storm had swept by; but
tablets fixed here and there mark the most famous
spots—Jahannes’s House, the Baillie Guard-gate,
the room where Sir Henry Lawrence died, &c.
Here, too, the scenes of the death-struggle have
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been veiled in gardens. A model in the Museum
(or in the Vernacular, the House of Wonders),
hard by, is said accurately to represent the ground
as it was when the conflict commenced.

I know scarcely any city of the second order
which can vie with the capital of Oudh in the
beauty of its parks. Stockholm and Copenhagen
no doubt surpass it; but I do not remember any
other place of the same size which does.

To the finest of these parks is attached the name
of Sir Charles Wingfield, who was Chief Com-
missioner here, and who sat for Gravesend in the
Parliament of 1868-7-1.

Thither I went one day under the guidance of
the Director of the Illorticultural Gardens, and
saw many new trees, amongst the most noticeable
of which were the Bacl (Zigle Marmelos), so im-
portant medicinally, the fragrant sandal-wood, and
Baulinia purpurea with its superb flowers and
scimitar-like pods. It is strange that, although
not one single trce which I saw is English, the
general effect of the whole, when palms are not in
view, should be precisely that of a carefully-planted
English arboretum in which pines are not grown.

Very instructive also was a visit to the Ilorticul-
tural Gardens, where I became acquainte(i with the
S4l (Shorea robuste), almost as important in the
north as the teak is in the south of India; with
the Asclepias gigantea, producing onec of the
strongest fibres in the world; and with the
Ceesalpinia Sappan, which gives us the redwood of
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commerce. Careful and successful experiments
are being made here in growing delicate plants
under houses formed of split bamboo, with a view
to defend them at once against the hot winds of
summer and the frosts of winter. They are trying
also the date-palm from the Persian Gulf, and are
doing very well with the Cintra orange.

We went over much of the native town with the
superintendent .of police, who keeps a population
of 270,000 in order with 700 constables. We saw
many of the shops, and lamented the way in which
the jewellery is being spoiled with a view to mect
a demand which has just arisen in England for a
very uninteresting kind of bangle. Some of the
plate is good, and picces of rude but very effective
enamel can be picked up.

We attended a gathering of pawnbrokers, who
sat in conclave daily to have articles brought to
them for purchase or hypothecation. The chief of
them showed me a very large diamond, for which
he asked 20,000 rupees, and it was obvious that
his transactions were on a great scale; yet his
income-tax, even when the rate was 3 per cent., was
only 225 rupees. It was amusing to see, as we
entered the little courtyard, the family cow—kept
not for use but for luck.

Many of the Mahometans here belong to the
Shiah sect, as did the royal family, and that sect
has possession of the Great Mosque. I did not
observe any difference in its arrangements from
those of the Soonees.
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We were met in one of the narrow streets by
a most picturesque string of camels, attended by
Afghans, who were bringing down dried fruits
and Persian cats for sale from beyond the passes.

At Lucknow and Cawnpore conversation turned
a good dcal on the events of 1857 ; on the sort of
natives who were likely to be useful in Government
employ; on the position of the uncovenanted
service with reference to leave rules and pensions ;
on the gradual disappcarance from this place of
the professional criminal class, which had been ab-
normally developed in the evil times before annexa-
tion; on the transfer of a considerable part of the
population to IIyderabad in the Deccan, and to
Calcutta, when a more ordered state of things
superseded the old days of anarchy and rapine.

Dec. 17th.—We left Lucknow yesterday in
excellent company, and, thanks to the courtesy
of the Oudh and Rohilcund Railway authorities,
were able to get the greatest advantage from it,
going on ahead of the ordinary train, and dropping
down as from the clouds in the midst of an Oudh
village, over which we walked, observing the
shrine under the Peepul tree, the gathering of
people in the little market-place, the extrcme
cleanliness of even the poorest hovels, fresh
plastered at frequent intervals, sometimes even
daily, by the women. The vast majority of the
houses were of mud, but hecre and there was a
dwelling of brick. Several of these had doors
of carved wood, with the fish of the expelled
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dynasty upon them, doors which may have once
ornamented some stately mansign at Lucknow.
The hcad-man told us that his family had been
here since the days of the Delhi emperors. It
belongs to the writer caste, but has gradually made
money, and, having bought out some of the
old proprietors, now holds sufficient land to give
it a local status.

The conversation, as we hurried on to Cawnpore,
turned on the question how far these villages
appreciated our rule. “True it is,” said one of
our companions, ‘every man is now secure from
the old violence and the old oppression, but I
doubt whether they did not like better the former
statc of things—when the king sent a regiment
against a village which did not pay its taxes.
The village knew when the regiment was coming,
and put its possessions in safe keeping—then
fought the regiment, perhaps successfully. If
unsuccessful, it paid up, and was free from inter-
ference for some ycars, while the troops were
coercing other villages. Now we take far less
at a time, and in a peaceful way, but the idea of
resistance to us is ridiculous, and our tax-collectors,
although their demands are moderate and their
methods merciful, are yet inexorable as fate.”

We crossed a large piece of land covered with
low scrub. ¢ What is that ?”’ I asked. ¢ That,”’
said C—— “is a Dik jungle (Bufea frondosa):
Pullus or Pallas they call it in the south. It has
been said that this trec gave its name to the
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battle of Plassey, which was fought in a Dik
jungle.” The sight of this, the first piece of
jungle I had scen in the north, made me understand
Jacquemont’s disappointment with his first Indian
jungle. IIe would not have been disappointed if
he had begun with Matheran.

On the Oudh and Rohilcund line we returned to
the station gardens, of which we lost sight at
Jubbulpore. In more ways than one, indeed, this
line has profited by the experience of its pre-
decessors, and prides itsclf upon its accommodation
for mnative travellers being particularly good.
Amongst other boons to them, it has adopted a
plan of setting down and taking up passengers at
convenient places where there are no stations;
a procecding for which its very slow rate of speed
gives great facilities.

At Cawnpore we again joined the East Indian
and went by a very slow train to Agra, reaching
Sir J. Strachey’s camp about midnight, where we
found our tents pitched, and all comfortably
arranged. The thermometer at this season falls
very low during the night in Northern India.
As we passed to the station at Lucknow, we saw
them collecting theice which had formed in shallow
pans put out for the purpose; and here, under
canvas, it is very decidedly cold.

During the journey from Cawnpore to Agra, I
heard a point bearing on the endless controversy
about Indian public works more forcibly stated than
hitherto. ¢ It is all very well,” said one of my
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fellow-travellers, for people at home tosay, ¢ Don’t
make sanguine estimates;’ but suppose we don’t
make sanguine estimates, what happens? By no
possibility can we keep the amount of our estimates
secrct. It gets out, and then every native sub-
ordinate does his very utmost to take care that Ze
and Ais work well up to our estimate. Making
sanguine estimates is absolutely necessary if we
mean to keep down actual costs.”

AGRra, Dec. 19¢h.—This camp life is an admirable
institution. As soou as weather and the state of
business permit, the Indian magnate of every
degree leaves his usual abode, and starts to inspect
his county, province, or kingdom, as the case may
be. Sir J. Strachey, for instance, will for the
next two or threc months be moving slowly over
his wide dominions, which are about as populous
as Great Britain. Soon after sunrise, he drives or
rides out, examines schools, gaols, lunatic asylums,
remains of antiquity which are in need of repair,
and so forth, returning to a late breakfast between
ten and eleven. Then come a number of hours
devoted to seeing a variety of officials, and to
carrying on the ordinary duties of government,
while the evening is given chiefly to receiving at
dinner the principal local officials, who come into
camp from all the districts round to see the
Lieutenant-Governor, and often to settle by a short
conversation matters which might otherwise have
involved much loss of time in correspondence.
You will have observed that we have stayed a good
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deal in the large towns with judicial officers.
They are the only persons of position who at this
time of the year are stationary. The executive
officers are nearly all on the wing.

The camp is a pretty sight. A broad strcet of
tents leads to the pavilion of the Lieutenant-
Governor, over which a flag flies, and in which
his guests assemble. For the rest, everything goes
on as in a large well-appointed house in Europe.
More than thirty people sat down the other night
to dinner.

On the 17th there was a formal reception of
native noblemen and officials, each of whom, from
the least to the greatest, advanced as his name was
called, and made his obeisance. Somec of the
former class were remarkable for the antiquity of
their family—Rajpoots of the Rajpoots—but none
of much political note.

The chicef objects of interest in and near Agra
are the fort, Sikundra, the tomb of Itmad-ood-
Dowlah, and the Taj.

Our first view of the fort was a very striking
one. We saw it in the early morning, ere yet the
mist had cleared away, over a foreground of waste
interspersed with Mahometan tombs. The beauti-
ful outlines of what we afterwards learned to call
the Pearl Mosque seemed really built up of pearl,
and stood out clear and distinct, while the two
ends of the huge pile over which it rises faded
away in the darkness.

Later, we went carefully over the whole of this
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Indian Windsor, under the best guidance which Agra
affords. I was most agreeably surprised—surprised,
I say, because from a perusal of Fergusson’s book,
I had been led to suppose that we should sce much
more Vandalism than now meets the eye. Since
he was here, Government has taken up in good
earnest the protection of this glorious building;
has spent £10,000 most judiciously, and is deter-
mined to spend whatever is nccessary to remove
all removable mischief, and prevent all preventible
decay.

The fort was the work of Akbar, one of the few
really great men of native Indian history. It isa
mass of dark red sandstone, battlemented, and
strong enough in its day, though now of little
military importance. On this noble foundation
Akbar’s successors reared many lovely buildings,
almost all of white marble. Pre-cminent in
beauty is the Pearl Mosque, to which I have
already alluded, and of which Fergusson (to whom
pray refer for a commentary on all I am writing,
since I do not attempt to set down more than
impressions) observes :-—

“By far tho most elegant mosque of this age—perhaps, indeed,
of any period of Moslem art—is the Mootee Mesjid, or Pearl
Mosque, built by Shah Jehan, in the palace of Agra. Its dimen-
sions are considerable, being externally 235 feet east and west, by
190 north and south, and the courtyard 155 feet square.

“Its mass is also considerable, as the whole is raised on a ter-
race of artificial construction, by the aid of which it stands well
out from the surrounding buildings of the fort. Its beauty resides
in its courtyard, which is wholly of white marble from the pave-
ment to the summit of its domes. The western part, or mosque
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properly so called, is of white marble inside and out, and except
an inscription from the Koran, inlaid with black marble as a
frieze, has no ornament whatever beyond the lines of its own
graceful architecture. It is, in fact, so far as I know, less orna-
mented than any other building of the same pretensions, forming
a singular contrast with the later buildings of this style in Spain
and elsewhere, which depend almost wholly for their effect on
the rich exuberance of the ornament with which they are overlaid.”

I was extremely pleased with the Jasmine
Bower, the apartment, that is, of the favourite
sultana, in which everything has been done that
grace of form, combined with inlaid and polished
marble, can do for the cage of a pet bird.

Beautiful, too, are the rooms in which Shah
Jchan ended his long and disastrous reign. His
last sight on earth must have been the divine and
glorious building, which will keep his otherwise
unhonoured memory fresh to all time.

“Der Mensch erfahrt er sey auch wer er mag
Ein letztes Gliick und einen letzten Tag.”

As T stood looking towards the Taj from the
rooms in which Shah Jechan died, there came into
my mind those other rooms which S will
remember, and which struck us both so much;
the rooms, I mean, in which Philip II. breathed
his last, with his eyes on the altar of the dark
Escorial Church. The Mogul, though a prisoner,
had by much the best of it. B

At Sikundra is the tomb of Akbar, built by his
son. It stands in a stately square of gardens,
approached by noble though partially ruined gate-
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ways, and is, like the fort, built of red sandstone
below, and white marble above. Here, however,
the red sandstone is disposed in the most exquisite
and intricate architectural forms, while the white
marble court, high in air, which surrounds the
cenotaph of the mighty emperor, is a worthy sister
to the Jasmine Bower and the rooms of Shah
Jehan.

The actual tomb is far below, a plain mass of
white marble, just in the same position as that
occupied by the dead monarch in the tumulus of
Alyattes. Ilere, in fact, we have the last and
glorified development of the very sameé idea which
heaped up that mighty mound on the plain of
Sardis, and reared the Pyramids over the valley of
the Nile.

Dec. 21st.-—The tomb of Itmad-ood-Dowlah is
one of the earlicst works in the style of those
buildings which lend so much beauty to Agra. 1le
was a Persian adventurer, prime minister of Jehan-
geer, father of the famous Noor Jehan, and grand-
father of her niece, often carelessly confounded with
her Moomtaza-Mehal, the lady who sleeps beneath
the Taj. The tomb of Itmad-ood-Dowlah stands in
a garden, and may well have been a pleasure place
for the living before it became the last home of the
dead.

Here it was that my attention was first drawn to
the distinction between the tombs of men and
women in this part of the world. The former have
carved upon them a writing-case, the latter a slate,
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to indicate their respective relations as active and
passive. '

We have now visited the Taj three times, once
in the early morning and twice in the afternoon,
lingering on bhoth these last occasions to see it lit
up, first by the sunset and then by the moon, just
as we used to do in the case of the Parthenon, when
we were together at Athens.

One thinks, of course, of the Parthenon, for it is
the one building, so far as I know, in all the
earth, which is fit to be named in the same breath
as this.

Nothing that has been written does the Taj any .
sort of justice, and we may wait another 250 years
for a worthy description, unless some one can
persuade Mr. Ruskin to come hither and write of
it as he has written of the Campanile at Florence.
Men who can really tell of such things as they
deserve come only at long intervals.

A grand gateway, that would itself be an object
of first-rate importance in most great cities,
leads into a garden, which is, even in December,
supremely lovely—perhaps a quarter of a mile in
length by the same in breadth. A long avenue of
cypresses, separated by a line of fountains, which
only play on great occasions, leads the eye to the
foot of the building, which rises from a vast plat-
form of red sandstone. One passes up along the
fountains, while the green parrots, perched on the
tops of the masses of foliage behind the cypresses,

scream to each other, and flash hither and thither
F2
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in the sun. Arrived at the platform, you see that
the Jumna is flowing beneath, and that either side
of the platform is bounded by a wmost beautiful
mosque—the one for use, the other, as being im-
properly placed with reference to Mecca, merely
to satisfy the eye. On this first platform stands
another of white marble, with a minaret of the
same material at each corner, and out of this, more
in colour like a snow-peak than anything else I
ever beheld, but of the most exquisite finish and
symmetry, springs up the wondrous edifice itself.

Its general form is quite familiar to you from
photographs or drawings, but I have met with no
picture, photograph or drawing which at all conveys
the impression which words have equally failed to
render.

The quecn and her husband are buried, as Akbar
is, in a vault below. It is only their monuments
. that are above ground. These, as well as the
screen surrounding them, are, like everything else
about the place, in perfect taste, and, like most
things about it, in admirable preservation.

The usual adornmerts of Agra are the adorn-
ments here—inlaid and perforated marbles; and
“here they reach the highest point of perfection
which they have reached in India.

The last time we were at the Taj the interior
was illuminated by Bengal lights, so that we could
see all the texts from the Koran, in the exquisite
Arabic characters, which are inlaid over it.

- Perhaps, of all the points of view, that from the
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centre of the Western Mosque is the most beautiful,
if one goes there just as the sunset is flushing the
whole of the building, that can be seen from
thence.

* * * * ¥* *

We spent, the other day, a most instructive
morning in going, with a first-rate settlement officer,
over a native village, or joint estate, the unit of
the country for revenue purposes. Our friend had
arranged everything beforehand, so that, when we
arrived on the spot, we were met by necarly all the
six head men, or Lumberdars, as they are called,
and by most of the sixteen Putteedars, or inferior
shareholders. There, also, present in the flesh,
was a live Puttwarree, or village accountant, with
the map and all the village books, so that we could
have explained to us the whole system by which the
Government demand is regulated, and see at a
glance the statistics of the place in the English
abstract. The village which we examined contained
2,157 acres, of which 935 were quite uncultivable,
and 1,222 were cultivable.

We walked over a large part of thesc last with
the people, saw the various kinds of land, varying
from wretchedly poor fields, growing Cassia offici-
nalis (the true senna of our youth—not the same,
by the way, as the Alexandrian senna which we
saw in the desert near Cairo), to fields covered with
splendid crops of young corn, or old jowarrce,
worthy of the Nile banks.

These few hours were worth a great deal of
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reading, even although such reading has to be done
in Maine’s Pilluge Communities, which our guide
pronounced to be as accurate as some of you know
it to be interesting and suggestive.

Another day we went to the gaol, now unfortun-
ately rather full—crimes against property always
here, as at home, being in the closest relations to
the prosperity or adversity of the country, and the
Bengal demand having this year raised the prices
of provisions. In no country, it was truly said to
me the other day, is there so much poverty and so
little destitution as in this, in ordinary times; but
the margin between a sufficiency and famine is so
small, the people live so much from hand to mouth,
that abnormal prices at once produce wide-spread
misery.

The most interesting thing in the gaol is the
carpet manufactory, which is rapidly improving-—
this quick-witted, quick-handed people learning to
weave with extraordinary facility, and the greatest
care being now taken to avoid aniline dyes, and to
stick to native patterns.

It is vexatious, though not surprising, to hear
that the restrictions of caste prevent any of the
liberated prisoners, whose ancestors have not been
weavers from time immemorial, carrying on the
trade which they have learnt in prison.

The rest of my time in Agra has chiefly gone in
long talks with all manner of people engaged in
carrying on the business of the country, from the
Lieutenant-Governor down to young men who have
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just landed in India—a large camp like this afford-
ing infinite facilities for hearing all kinds of views
on all kinds of subjects.

I am struck by the much greater amount of
responsibility which is thrown on juniors in the
Secretariat here than is thrown on persons of the
same age at home. Work is done here by men of
seven or eight-and-twenty which no clerk in a
Secretary of State’s office would be allowed to
touch until he was a grey-haired grandsire at the
head of his department.

Dec. 23rd.—We started yesterday morning, with
Sir John Strachey, on a visit to the Maharajah of
Bhurtpore, who had invited to his capital the
Lieutenant-Governor and his guests.

The journey was accomplished in about an hour,
thanks to the newly-opened State railway—the first
railway I have seen on the metre gauge, whose
battles I used to have to fight.

Soon after leaving Agra we passed the too
famous Salt hedge—a Customs line, which runs
some 1,800 miles across India, like another wall
of China. It is formed chiefly of close, all but
impenetrable masses of thorny plants, and is as
effective a barrier as impolicy could desire. 1
heartily hate it, with all that it represents, and am
very glad that no one ever took to attacking the
Indian Government on this point, when I had
charge of its interests in the House of Commons.

At the frontier of his dominions, some of the
Maharajah’s officers joined the train, to bring their
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master’s respects to the Lieutenant-Governor, and
we moved on through a country exactly like
that we had quitted, for the-Bhjrtpore State was,
during the minority of the presémt ruler, long
under British management. Presently we came
to a large jungle. “ What are those bushes?” I
asked. ‘¢ Tilu,” answered one of my companions;
“ camels eat it, the cattle shelter under it, and the
berries are good for food. When the courtiers at
Lahore were exhausted by the dissipations of the
capital, they used to go off to the neighbourhood
of Mooltan to drink camel’s milk and eat pilu
berries as a restorative.” ‘

It was mnot till T got home and looked at
Brandis’s book that I saw that the pilu, which we
rushed past, was a plant about which I have a
great curiosity—no pther than the Salvadora Per-
sicu, which has been identified with the mustard-
tree of the Gospels.

Later in the day, I asked another person about
the woodland in which the pilu was growing. ¢ It
is,” said he, ‘“a preserve of the Maharajah’s.”
“ Does he shoot ?”’ I asked. ‘“ No,” was the reply.
“IIe thinks it wrong to take life, and never shoots.
When he sees cattle overworked on the road, he
buys them and puts them in there to live happily
ever afterwards,” holding, apparently, to the good
maxim of Jehangeer—¢ that a monarch should
carc even for the beasts of the field, and that the
very birds of heaven should receive their due at
the foot of the throne.”
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The place is full of cattle, wild, or run wild,
and also of deer.

Arrived at..the Btation, Sir John Strachey was
met by His Highnes, and we all proceeded through
the town to the Residency. I looked with great
interest on thé old mud wall, one of the very few
defences in India that ever foiled, even for a time,
the terrible Feringhee. Lord Lake’s failure before
Blhurtpore occurred about the time my father wentto
India, and I have often heard him say that when, as
aboy of twenty, he was returning to camp from the
not politically important, but desperately contested
capture of Mallia, he first realized that he had been
in a rather serious affair, when on his saying to an
old officer—* I suppose this was nothing to Bhurt-
pore,” the latter replicd—‘ Faith, I don’t know.
Certainly not so bad for round shot, but for smpmg
I think this was rather the worst of the two.”

I asked, by the by, a week or two ago, a gentle-
man, who had been employed in Kattiawar, about
the Mallia pecople, and was amused to find that
they had retained their bad character to our own
times. Quite lately they used to keep horses in
their houses, which they treated exactly as mem-
bers of the family. These trusty little beasts they
would mount in the night and be sixty miles off
before any one knew they had started, in the true
Pindarree fashion. Then, after a reasonable
amount of robbery, they used to dash home again,
and go about their ordinary business, with an
appearance of perfect innocence.
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The Maharajah has on paper an army of 5,000,
of which, perhaps, 3,000 are efficient troops. The
cavalry looked very good, and is, I am assured,
very good, but the weapon of the troopers is a sort
of scimitar, which would only be useful for cutting,
not for the thrust.

We soon again left the Residency, to pay our
respects at the palace, where we were once more
presented to Iis Ilighness, while all the leading
personages of the Court made their obeisance to
Sir John. The visit concluded with the attar and
pin, of which I have spoken ere now, but without
the engarlanding. ‘

Almost immediately after we had got back came
the return visit of the Maharajah, with of course
more salutes of heavy guns, and more marshalling
of gaily dressed horsemen on very fair horses.
That sort of thing, as you may imagine, went on
all day. It always does on such occasions, when
certain specified forms of courtesy mean a great
deal, and must be most rigidly adhered to on both
sides.

When the ceremonial was over, I walked up and
down the Residency garden with S——, a dis-
tinguished Oxford man, steadily rising into im-
portance here. The half wild, half tame peafowl,
which swarm in this neighbourhood, were calling
all round the country. I could have fancied myself
at Hampden.

The shadows lengthened, and a sound of bells
floated up from the town. “ What is that?” I
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asked. “Only the priests ringing for evening
service,”” replied my companion. ¢ Dear me,” 1
answered, ‘“ we might be back again on the slope
over Hincksey.”

The sunset faded, and the jackals began their
chorus. I complained of having seen so few wild
animals—not even an antelope—though I have
passed through districts where 1 know they
abound. “That is pure accident,” said S ,
“ you must have been close to many. People,
however, have exaggerated expectations as to the
number of wild animals they will see in India.
Much of the country is far too thickly peopled,
and too well cultivated. Have you any curiosity
to see a tiger killed ?”’ ¢ Not the least,” said I,
“for in truth next to being killed by a tiger, the
thing I should least like would be to kill one, but
I should very much like to spend a night where I
could hear the cries of the wild beasts. A friend
of mine once enjoyed that pleasure to perfection
in the Goa territory, and I wish to be as fortunate
as he.” <“Ah,” answered S——, ‘this is the
wrong time of year; your best chance would be in
March or April. At present all the wild beasts
are off for shelter to the deepest recesses of the
forests. Even in the Sewalik Hills, which are full
of tigers, you have hardly a chance of seeing one.”

“« E——, I said, *“ whom all men know to be
proverbial for his accuracy, told me that he knew
the case of a tiger in the Central Provinces, at
whose door was laid the death of no less than 336
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people.” ¢ That surprises me,” replied S— —; «“ I
thought the elephant which killed fifty people, and
frightened away the inhabitants of I know not
how many villages, was the most remarkable case
of the kind on record.” ¢ No,” I said, “ E———
told me that these 336 cases were authenticated.
The same tiger may have killed others whose
death was never traced to him.”

Later, we drove to the palace to dinc. The
whole line of streets through which we passed was
most effectually illuminated by very simple means
—a framework fastened in front of the shops,
to which were attached five rows of small earthen-
ware pans, with a little oil in each. Great
triumphal arches, at intervals, were covered in the
same way, and were really most brilliant. At
length we reached the palace, the whole of which
was outlined with light. I have never seen a more
beautiful illumination, though some present said
they had done so, especially at Ulwur, where the
lie of the ground is very favourable, and at
Benares, where the river lends itself admirably to
such displays.

The dinner was in the European manner. Our
host, I need scarcely say, did not eat with us, but
joined us at dessert, when some toasts were proposed.

After dinner there were fireworks—very pretty,
and not too long continued. The blaze of green
and red, and blue, contrasted admirably with the
black masses of people, which covered the house-
tops, and filled the open space in front of the
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Palace garden, the beds in which were all edged
with coloured lamps.

This morning we drove some thirteen miles to
Futtehpore Sikri—our carriages being drawn some-
times by horses, and sometimes by camels, good
draught cattle on sandy roads.

Futtehpore Sikri was a creation of Akbar’s, and
rose round the dwelling of a saint who is buried
in the centre of the splendid buildings which
crown the summit of one of the last Vindhyas,
just before they sink into the great plain of Raj-
pootana. On the slopes lay the city, surrounded
by a  great wall, much of which still remains.
ITigh above towered, and still towers, the gateway,
one of the grandest in the world, and almost
dwarfing the noble mosque to which it leads. It
is somewhere, I think, on that gateway that an in-
scription occurs characteristic of the Broad Church
Mahometanism of the great Emperor:—* Jesus,
on whom be peace, has said, the world is merely a
bridge ; you are to pass over it, and not to build
your dwellings upon it.”

Everywhere, at Futtehpore Sikri, hardly less
in the mosque than elsewhere, does one see the
influence of Hindu art.

Fergusson says:— .

¢ Akbar’s favourite and principal residence was at Futtehpore
Sikri, near Agra, where he built the great mosque, and in its im-
mediate proximity a palace, or rather a group of palaces, which, in
their way, are more interesting than any others in India. No
goneral design seems to have been followed in their erection ; but
pavilion afier pavilion was added as residences, either for himself
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or for his favourite wives. These were built as the taste of the mo-
ment dictated, some in the Hindu, some in the Moslem style. The
palace has no pretension to be regarded as one great architectural
object ; but as a picturesque group of elegant buildings it is un-
rivalled. All are built of red sandstune of the hill on which the
palace stands ; no! marble and no stucco either inside or out, all
the ornaments being honestly carved in relief on the stone, and
the roofs as well as the floors all of the same material, and
characterized by that singular Hindu-like aversion to an arch which
Akbar alone of all the Moslem monarchs seems to have adopted.”

There are some enchanting little bits of domes-
tic architecture at Futtehpore Sikri. The house
of Beerbul, the house of the Constantinopolitan
princess and others, ought to be quite as famous as
the Ca d’Oro, and will be when their vates sacer
appears.

The short summer of this marvellous place did
not outlast the reign of Akbar, and it has long
been one vast ruin. Let no one imagine, however,
that it is being maltreated, as it was when Fergusson
saw it. ‘ Nous avons changé tout cela ’—thank
God. The present rulers of India are in matters
of taste as much in advance of the Marquis of
Hastings and Lord William Bentinck as our
English Church architecture is now in advance of
that of forty years ago.

From Futtehpore Sikri we drove back to Bhurt-
pore. Here, as at Agra, I see that the Acacia
lebbek of Egypt is one of the commonest trees. I
observe, too, more frequently, I think, than further
south, the Parkinsonia digitata, which we first met

.* There is a great deal of marble round the tomb of the saint, exqui-.
sitely wrought, but in the secular buildings I saw none.
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with on the way to Heliopolis, and note in this my
first native state, that the intrusive prickly poppy
(Argemone Mexicana) has taken possession of all
waste places as coolly as it does in British tersitory.

We met many of the country people—a hardy
race, reputed to be excellent cultivators. The
appearance of the young wheat this year is such
as is likely, I hope, to reward their toil. They are
Jats ; but, unlike many of their blood who have
become Sikhs, hold to Brahminical orthodoxy.

It has got much warmer at night. Clouds are
collecting, and the weather-wise prophesy the
speedy coming of the Christmas rain. If it comes,
say they, the crops in the North-west will be
splendid ; if it does not come, they will be good.

I stopped at a silversmith’s as we drove through
the town and bought a silver bracelet, whose pre-
eminently barbaric character seemed likely to
please one of our friends.

At the station there was more ceremonial—more
firing of guns—and then we rushed over the
thirty-one miles which separated us from Agra. I
will admit that when we travelled at more than
‘twice the normal rate of speed—at thirty-nine
instead of fifteen or sixteen miles an hour—-my
late client, the metre gauge railway, shook at least
as much as was pleasant.

It is agreeable to have to add that this, the
first of the new State Railways, is turning out
well.

I have had a very kind invitation to Dholepore
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from the Resident in charge of that, the other J4t
state of Rajpootana, a smaller place than Bhurt-
pore, which covers about 2,000 square miles. The
present Rana of Dholepore, a nice spirited little
boy, came to see Sir John on Saturday, and be-
haved himself with infinite aplomb.

Dec. 24th.—How little do even the most mtolll-
gent people at home who have not made a special
study of India at all realize what an enormous
country it is. I have just been reading an article,
obviously by a man of sense and ability, from
which it is clear that he believes the one great
subject in India at this moment to be the Bengal
famine. I landed twenty-seven days ago, yet I
have hardly heard it named.

At Allahabad I saw a gentleman who, with a
considerable staff, had been engaged in collecting
transport for the afflicted districts. In Agra, I
heard the failure of rain in Bengal and in some
districts of the North-west alluded to as having
driven up the grain market. Other mention of the
Bengal calamity I have heard none, except when I
have introduced the subject. Railways, irrigation,
drainage, the best forms of settlement, the rela-
tion of the cultivator and the money-lender, the
state of the native army, the merits and demerits
of our system of education-—these are, I think,
the matters which seem most talked of where I
have been travelling.

The modern system of ¢ special correspondence *’
is very disturbing to the mental focus, bringing some
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things into undue prominence, and throwing
others far too much into the shade.

UMBALLA, Christmas Day.—A long journey of
some sixteen hours brought us, about three a.m., to
this place, whither we had been bidden by the
Commander-in-Chief, and where we found the
most delightful tents ready to receive us. We
passed Allygurh, and at Ghazeceabad left the East
Indian system for that of the Scinde, Lahore, and
Punjab line. Night fell there, and we continued
our journey past Meerut, with its sinister memories
of 1857, Mozuffernugger, and Saharunpore.

The country, as long as the light lasted, was of
the same character as that through which we
travelled from Cawnpore to Agra. Often we
observed the good effects of irrigation ; sometimes
we saw land on which had fallen, as far as I could
judge, the same calamity as that we had observed
in Oudh—a Reh efflorescence on the surface of the
soil, indicating the presence of chemical substances
fatal to vegetation.

The most conspicuous plant of cultivation was
the tall Urrah (Cajanus Indicus), now covered
with its ycllow leguminous flower, always a pre-
carious crop so far north, as it cannot stand much
frost, but very valuable when it does succeed.

Up very early to see the Himalayas; which,
however, obstinately remained in the mist, and
the only faint glimpse of them which I obtained

was much later in the day, on the way to church.
e
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The church is handsome, very handsome if judged
by an Indian standard, and filled with a large,
chiefly.military, congregation.

Dec. 26¢h.—Rode with the Commander-in-Chief
round the cantonment, which he himself laid out
some thirty years ago, and admirably laid out it is.
These cities of villas, inhabited by Europeans, out-
side and often far away from the native cities of
the same nafheﬂ, each villa standing in its park,
or compound, as it is called, from, I believe, a
Portuguese word having the same root as coupon,
are one of the most curious features of India, and
utterly unlike anything at home. This one is
purely military, the small civil station being some
miles off. 'We saw the general arrangement of the
place, and stopped to go through as well a native
hospital as the hospital of the rifle brigade. The
latter seemed to be what it should, but I cannot
say quite as much for the former; the rule that
the native soldier should receive so much pay, and
find himself in all things, producing rather
questionable results when it is applied to hospital
management. The subject, however, thanks to the
peculiarities of native habits, is surrounded with
difficulty.

During our ride, and later in the day, I had an
opportunity of hearing Lord Napier’s views on
all the points in connection with the native army
which we have heard most talked of in the last
four weeks, and highly reassuring these views were, -
formed as they had been from a far wider survey
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of the whole subject than any to which we had
listened.

Some interesting types presented themselves
amongst the Commander-in-Chief’s visitors to-day,
as for instance, soms of Dost Mohammed; a Sikh
landed proprietor; two Afghans who had sided
with us in the war, and had done excellént service
in the mutiny, &c. &c.

- LAHORE, Dec. 31st.—We have been moving
about so rapidly that I have had no time to
write. ‘

First I must tell you of Pattiala, whither we
were invited by the Maharajah, who sent his
carriages for us. On the way I caught a glimpse
of the Indian jay, by far the most beautiful bird
I have ever seen in a wild state. Then came, as
we hurried at racing pace along the excellent road,
the grand Serais built by the Moguls for the
reception of travellers. One of these, that of
Rajpoora, ¢ firm as a fortress, with its fence of
stone,” stands close to the humble posting bunga-
low, and the still humbler railway station.

How curiously, I thought, would a voyager
from another planet be apt to mistake the re-
lative power of the people who raised these
edifices !

At Rajpoora and other places we found officers
‘of His Highness and bodies of horsemen, some of
whom galloped on to convey the news of our
coming from post to post.

About two miles from the capital the Maharajah
G 2
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met us, whereupon we immediately left the carriage
in which we were, and joined him. After some
300 yards we all got down again aud entered the
state carriage, in which we remained till we reached
a point of the road at which some fifty elephants
were drawn up on one side of the way, and a large
number of led horses on the other. The elephants
had gilded or silver-plated howdahs, and the led
horses, beautiful animals, thoroughly conscious
of their own beauty, were splendidly caparisoned.

Leaving the state carriage, I followed the
Maharajah up a ladder into the howdah of his
elephant, while my two companions ascended
another, and the procession moved forwards. TFirst
came the standard of Pattiala, borne on a great
elephant attended by two smaller ones; then
followed a body of cavalry; next came the state
carriage ; then a company of musicians playing,
and playing excellently well, Scotch airs on the
bagpipe.

After these went men on foot in scarlet dresses
and armed with silver spears, while the line was
closed by the elephants in double column.

As we entered the town a salute was fired, and
we passed on through streets and under housetops
crowded with spectators.

As soon as we had got beyond the further gate,
we came on two long lines of extremely smart-
looking troops, horse and foot. These lined the
way till we reached the gate of the ¢ Pearl
Garden,” where, under a second salute, we
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descended from the “huge, earth-shaking beast,”
who did not particularly like the firing, though he
behaved with great dignity. A man then advanced
and presented us with bouquets of a very fragrant
narcissus, near the jonquil, the Maharajah mean-
time taking my hand, and leading me along a row
of fountains, and under the shade of oranges and
loquats, to the door of the lovely little garden-
house which he put at our disposal.

There, after a few moments, we were left to
instal ourselves and to dine. As soom as dinner
was over, we set forth to visit our entertainer at
his great palace in the town. Stopping at the
foot of a long flight of stairs, we ascended them
into a wide open space, while the band played
“God Save the Queen;” and the Maharajah,
advancing to the door, led me into a magnificent
hall, blazing with innumerable lights, and filled
with people in gorgeous dresses. It was exactly
the kind of thing a child imagines when it first
hears of kings and courts. Sitting there in the
centre of the durbar, we assisted at our first nautch,
an entertainment with which, in the days of
Runjeet Singh, even the greatest affairs of state
used to be mingled. Only one of the performers
was pretty; and as for propriety, the ceremony was
grave enough to have been a religious service at
the funeral of a bishop.

That over, there were fireworks, with, of course,
many admirable little bits of Rembrandt amidst
the crowd.
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This, however, was not all of Pattiala. Work-
shops, with steam machinery; an admirably
managed gaol ; a school, where I made the boys
read Napier’s account of the battle of Albuera,
which they did very well; the state jewels; a
court jester ; a wrestling tournament, in which the
knights who contended were elephants ; and a long
visit to the palace, which contains at least onme
room which might be the boudoir of the queen of
the fairies—a room which is the ne plus ultra of all
that exquisite artistic feeling can do with colour
and gold—were only some of the other occupations
and amusements which our thoughtful host had
provided for his visitors from the West, who were
only able to stay a few hours instead of the days
for which his hospitable kindness would fain have
detained them.

From Pattiala we transferred ourselves to Deyrah,
between the Sewalik range and the outer Himalaya,
having on the way back to Umballa much pleasant
talk of Eastern Europe and Western Asia with
Colonel M——, our eompanion in the Pattiala visit,
who knew India as well as the Levant, and the
Levant as well as India.

If you look to the north from any piece of open
ground in Deyrah, you see what seems to be a
little snow close to the top of the outer Himalaya.
When you have looked a moment, you find out
that it is not snow, but white houses dotted about.
Those houses are the sanitaria of Landour and
Mussoorie.
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‘We were bound for the first, and I was soon
on the back of a charming little Arab, whose
arm-chair canter was highly favourable to botaniz-
ing, and under the guidance of Dr. Brandis, the
Inspector-General of Indian forests. Within the
first four miles of our ride, he brushed away a
fearful heresy which I cherished about the Neem ;
having four weeks ago—will you believe it P—been
led by some corrupter of the true faith to confound
Melia Azadirachta with Melia Azedarach. Then
he confirmed my orthodox but hesitating opinions
about the Sissoo, showed me Cedrela {toona,
with its Ailanthus-looking leaf, and the soapnut
(Sapindus emarginatus), now yellow, like so many
of our own trees in autumn. Then came Bombazx
ceiba, the silk-cotton tree, covered with its scarlet
flowers, and Rottlera tinctoria, which furnishes an
important dye, with much else.

As we drew near the base of the hills, our
friend cried, ‘“ Now look to the left, and you will
see your first Sil forest. The young Sil always
takes that cylindrical shape.” I looked, and saw
what might have been to my bad eyes a Thuringian
pinewood, so closely does the huge-leaved Sil ape
in its early stage the growth of needle-leaved trees.
Soon we were on the Himalayan slope, and I had
then to change my Arab for a mountain pony.
Ere long we heard a familiar sound which had not
reached my ear since I heard, at Carolside, the
Leader “ singing down to the vale of Tweed.”” It
was a mountain brook making its way to the
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Ganges. Soon came another familiar sight, a
toll-bar ; but close to it another, less familiar one,
the flower-adorned shrine of a Hindu ascetic. On
we went with fine views of the plains—the kind of
views one has from the Apennine looking to the
west-—and gradually rose from one belt of vegeta-
tion to another. On the lower slope FEuphorbia
royliana was everywhere, a huge plant of thoroughly
tropical appearance. Then came Bawhinia retusa,
Justicea adhatoda, and Hamiltonia suaveolens.

At length our guide, plucking something—
“You know this.,”” It was a maple—Acer oblon-
gus. We had reached the region where European
genera become pretty numerous, and soon saw
Alnus Nepalensis, Pyrus variolosa, llex dipyrena,
Quercus incana, Andromeda ovalifolia, &c. The
two trees, however, which interested me most were
the Deodara and Rhododendron, neither of which
were very numerou&: Still, there they were, in
their own home. At about 7,500 feet I gathered
Sonchus oleraceus, a familiar British species, which
is, however, I believe, to be found in the plains,
and a Euphorbia, which was either the Amygda-
loides of our spring woodlands, or something quite
close to it. Other plants which I was particularly
glad to see on this excursion were Makonia Nepa-
lensdd, Cupiressus torulosa, Benthamia fragifera, and
Leyoesterﬁfm mosa, dear to the British pheasant.

Wa "had clambered a long time over the path-
ways of Landour, when a glimpse told us that the:
great view we had come so far to see would not be
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denied us, and we were soon on the top of
Lallteeba, the Red Hill, and in presence of the
grandest mountain chain in the whole world. Our
friend, with that care and exactitude which took
his countrymen to Paris, had provided himself with
a compass and the most accurate maps, so that he
could check his local knowledge in the best way.
.Well, then, look with me due north. You will
see a range of snow mountains about sixty-eight
miles off, and 17,000 feet high. Behind them
flows the Sutlej, making its way down to the
plains. Then, as the eye moves eastward, it is
shut out from a view of the snow by the Snakes’
Iill, Nagteeba, an eminence of about 9,000 feet.
Still further round towards the east the snow
begins again, and is continuous. First comes a
mighty mass some fifty miles off, and 20,000 feet
high, which rises behind the sacred Jumnootri;
then the still hlgher mass of: B@nderpanch and a
horn like the Pic du Midi, south of Pau; then a
mass of about 22,000 feet beyond the line of the
Bagaruttee, which feeds the Ganges. The highest
point of this mass is Mount Moira. Still further
to the east, and sixty miles off, is the mighty
Kidernath, 22,832 feet in height, quite a little hill
compared to Everest or Kinchinjunga, but higher
than any mountain out of the Himalayas, leoking
down on Chimborazo and KlllmanJaro;‘and ‘equal
to Mont Blanc with Skiddaw and Snowdon ba the
top of it. Still further east, near the head-waters
of the Alaknanda, another feeder of the Ganges,
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the chain sinks, and one sees no more snow.
Somewhere between the eye and the Mount Moira
range lies Gangootri. It is the fact of Jumnootri
and Gangootri both lying between the eye and
these mountains which has made people errone-
ously apply to some of their dizzy heights the
names of these two sacred spots.

Now turn to the south. Right in front you will
see the valley of the Doon, one of the prettiest
bits of country in India or anywhere else. Slightly
to the west you will remark a stream making its
way to the Jumna, and a good deal to the east
another making its way to the Ganges; while
beyond the Doon, and shutting out from it the hot
winds of summer, as the Himalayas shut out the
cold winds of winter, is the Sewalik range. Away
to the west of it, but out of sight, is another
hallowed place, Hurdwar, wh_é).:g the Ganges issues
from the hills. I thought of’tze fine sentence (1
think, Bishop Thirlwall’s) which"lingers somewhat
imperféctly in my mind—

“The fulness of the stream is the glory of the fountain, and it
is because the Ganges is not lost amidst its parent hills, but deepens

and widens till it reaches the sea, that so many pilgrimages are
made to its springs.”
g

fj.“&.:n&“again of the words in Mackintosh’s paper on
Jord Cornwallis—

“ His remains are interred on the spot where he died, on the
banks of that famous river which waters no country not either
blessed by his government or visited by his renown, and in the
heart of that province, so long the chosen seat of religion and
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learning in India, which under the influence of his beneficent
gystem, and under the administration of good men whom he had
chosen, had risen from a state of decline and confusion to one of
prosperity probably unrivalled in the happiest times of its ancient
princes. ‘His body is buried in peace, and his name liveth for

We started betimes on the 30th, and rode rapidly
towards the Eastern Doon, through lanes full of
the large sweet-scented Jasminum hirsutum, which
was covered with a heavy dew. In the immediate
neighbourhood of Deyrah the Pinus longifolia and
the larger bamboo, plants of very different climates,
meet and flourish. Except at Jubbulpore, I had
never seen the latter in anything like its natural
state, and very beautiful it is in that state. Yester-
day I observed several other bamboos, amongst
them a small species occurring at a high elevation.

We dismounted at.the bottom of a hill, and pro-
ceeded slowly acros& an orchard of mangoes to the
edge of the Sil _ﬁn‘ést As we advanced, I saw
that the branches of the mangoes were covgred by
two species of orchids—both, I believe, Cattleyas,
but I speak with some hesitation.

And what was the Sil forest like? Well, at the
point where we entered it, and passed the Govern-
ment pillafs marking off the reserved fromthe
village woodland, it was very like the broken
ground between the Missenden road and the great?
avenue at Hampden. When we had entered it,”
however, the totally different look of the soil
struck the eye at once. Here, there was neither
the grass of an English park, nor the bed of dry
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leaves which you find in a close beechwood. The
surface, swept by frequent fires, was as hard as
stone, and dotted only with plants which had
grown up since the last of these had passed that
way. Conspicuous amongst such plants were
a dwarf palm (Phenix acaulis) and an aspara-
gus, said to have lovely white flowers at the
proper season. Amongst the trees, I was most
interested by the Sil itself, by the Fugenia Jam-
bolana, by the Lagerstroemia parviflora, a near
relation of that lovely Lagerstroemia which so
much delighted us at Venice, recalling, as it did,
in.autumn the spring glories of the lilac. I had
no idea to what an extent the creepers of these
regions are the enemies of the forester, and it went
to my heart to see the heavy Nepaulese knife
applied to the Bufea superba, the Derris scandens,
the Loranthus longifolia, a handsome cousin of our
common mistletoe, and other plants of an equally
attractive appearance and equally encroaching
disposition.

From the Eastern we hurried to the Western
Doon, and were soon among the plantations of the
Deyrah Tea Company, where unhappily we were
only able to stay a very short time, during which,
however, thanks to the courtesy and intelligence
of the superintendent, I learned more about tea
than I had ever known before. First, I saw the
plant in flower. You know, or don’t know, that it
is a camellia, and very like a miniature copy of the
well-known ornament of our winter conservatories.
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Then I was told the distinction between the
Chinese plant and its taller relative, which is wild
in Assam. It is not grown in the Deyrah planta-
tion, but a hybrid between it and the Chinese
plant is.

Next I learned the difference between black tea
and green. Both come from the same plant, but
the former is fermented and the latter is unfer-
mented. |

I asked about the half-fabulous teas one has
heard of, which never come into the market, ¢ tea
of the Wells of the Dragon,” for instance. Such
things, I was told, if ever made, would be the
young unexpanded leaf plucked and prepared
separately.

Then I asked about Flowery Pekoe, which, in
my ignorance, I supposed to contain portions of
the flower. TFlowery Pekoe, I was told, is the very
finest kind of black tea, and has its name from the
soft down of the young unexpanded leaf which
may be perceived upon it. A little of it is some-
times prepared separately. Orange Pekoe, which
is much the same, has its name from the colour of
the unexpanded leaf when dried. Its orange
colour enables it to be easily distinguished and
picked out. You must understand, that save and
except the half mythological teas I have alluded
to, all black tea, from Orange Pekoe down through
Pekoe and Souchong to Bohea, which last is made
of the largest and oldest leaves, and all green tea
from young Hyson down to Hyson-skin, are plucked
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and prepared together. The sorting is an after
process, done partly by sieve, partly by hand. We
saw the initiatory process: and it will please you
to know that the curled and shrivelled form in
which all tea appears is entirely due to its being
first heated, and then most carefully rolled between
the hands of the operator and a kind of rough
matting. Further we could not follow it, for we
had to hasten away, and I am at the end of my
Latin as far as tea manufacture is conderned, ex-
cept that I saw the sorting process going on, and
would be, I think, qualified to pick out the Orange
Pekoe.

I had to leave Deyrah without seeing the estab-
lishment of the Great Trigonometrical Survey, for
which I was very sorry, and I had to leave Saha-
runpore without seeing the Botanical Garden, but
one cannot put the work of thirty-six hours into
twenty-four.

The first part of our way from Deyrah to Saha-
runpore, where we joined the railway, was through
the pretty Sewalik Hills, to explore which I would
most willingly have given some days. At one of the
places where we changed horses, I got down to
gather some leaves of Sal. This had the good
effect of betraying me to one of the young forest
officers, whom you may remember seeing at Nancy
when I went to have a look at our Indian students
there in 1872. He came with us to the point
where the cultivated land meets the forest, and
named for me Colutea Nepalensis, a superb sister of
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the Bladder Senna, said to be hardy in England, and
a great ornament to the Sewalik at this season.

In Saharunpore, I had much conversation with
Dr. Jameson, the honoured founder of the tea
industry in North-Western India, at his house in
or close to the Botanical Garden, which was
tantalizing to a degree, but .it was, alas! in the
middle of the night.

‘When we awoke this morning, we were at Kur-
tarpore, on the farther side of the Sutlej, in the
Jullunder Doab. Soon we crossed the huge bed of
the Beas, and ran on to Umritsur—i.e., Amrita
Saras, the fountain of Immortality, which is the
great emporium of this part of India and the
sacred city of the Sikhs.

We soon started, under the auspices of General
Reynell Taylor, to see the Golden Temple, which
stands in the middle of a great tank, and is con-
nected with the land by a marble causeway. It is
called golden because the upper part of it is gilt
all over, like the dome of the Isaac’s Church in
Petersburg. We put on slippers, as one does at
St. Sopbia, a ceremony rarely insisted on in the
mosques of India, and followed our guide along the
edge of the tank, which is set with a few trees,
amongst which I observed the Jujube, and so
across the causeway to the graceful little temple.
Several men were busy decking out the small
baldacchino under which the sacred book of the
Sikhs, the Adee Granth, is kept. Three others
were playing on musical instruments, and singing
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rather noisily. There is a great deal of mosaic
work on the marble of the temple, and nothing
can be prettier than the gilding of the interior,
which is more like what people in England
associate with the Alhambra than anything else
which occurs to me. It is very small, little- more
than a chapel. The Capella palatine at Palermo
comes into one’s mind, but the feeling of the
Golden Temple is quite different, and much more
riant. 'We returned across the causeway, and
went to another building, where the initiatory rites
of the Sikh religion are performed, and where we
found one of the officiating priests reading the
Granth. We sat under a marble canopy, with
groups of the faithful standing on either side—
exquisite architecture behind and above. We
stood in a court-yard slightly below. I have seen
nothing in India which would have made such an
historical picture. Form, colour, everything was
there. Paul Veronese never painted anything, I
dare venture to say, that delighted his eye so much
as this scene would have done.
»* » #»* * * ¥*

Unmritsur is a busy, well-ordered, and extremely
picturesque place. Here and there stand up from
amidst the green of its gardens the towers of the
old nobles, making one think of Florence, but most
of the houses are only of two stories. I was glad
to see many quite recently built, of great archi-
tectural merit, and charmingly adorned with wood

carving.
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Before we left, we did some business with the
shawl merchants. By the way, I never knew till
the other day, that the Rampore shawls took their
name, not from the Rampore with whose name
. one is familiar, but from Rampore, the capital of
the mountain state of Bussahir, high up the Sutle;j.
They are now, however, chiefly made in the
plains.

We paid a visit to the Fort of Govindghur, over
which I walked with the very intelligent com-
manding officer, to whom I put many questions as
to what he would do under such and such circum-
stances, and was pleased to find that he had thought
of all contingencies.

It was at Govindghur that, as I heard, not on
this, but on another occasion, a very significant
conversation took place some years ago.

Sikh nobleman : ¢ Why is that mortar inclined
in that direction, which does not secm the natural
one ?”’

British Artillerist: ¢ Sir, it is pointed at your
Holy of Holies. The distance is yards. The
proper charge is —— of gunpowder. It will drop
a shell within twenty feet.”

Happily our relations with the Sikhs have long
been as friendly as possible, and there is, please
God, as little likelihood of a shell from Govindghur
ever finding its way to the Golden Temple as there
is of its finding its way to St. Paul’s.

My conversation at this place, and several others
which I have had lately, have been so far useful,

H
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that they have called my attention to certain
aspects of our military position in India which
had not come much under my notice when at the
India Office.

#* * 3 * * *

Jan. 1st, 1875.—Indian stations—the European
quarters, that is, of Indian towns—are puilt in
contempt of the saying, “ What a pity it is that
life is so short when everything clse is so long!”
but of all Indian stations Lahore must, I think, be
the one in which that true saying is held in least
honour. The distances are quite awful,

Early, however, this morning we set forth under
the care of the Senior Judge of the Chicf Court
and the Commissioner, to visit the native city—an
object which was effected partly in carriages, partly
on foot, and partly on the “huge earth- shakmﬂ
beast,” who is most useful in narrow and crowded
streets, as it never enters into his head to tread on
or hurt any one.

The things most worth sceing were the Great
Mosque, the Fort, the Tomb of Runjeet Singh,
that of Gooroo Govind, the Mosque of Wazir
Ali, the Gardens and the Tomb of Jehangeer.

The Great Mosque was built by Aurungzebe out
of the confiscated estates of his brother Dara,
whose fate, in spite of his great and many failings,
excited a good deal of compassion. Hence it has
never been popular, and even to this day the
faithful prefer other buildings of very inferior

pretensions.
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It is a stately pile, whether seen from near or
far, but not of first-rate merit. In its noble
quadrangle I observed far the largest Banian T
have yet seen—the first, indeed, which gives me
any conception of what that tree is when it begins
to get on in life.

The Fort is of little military importance, and has
been much injured both by the Sikhs and ourselves,
but it contains many beautiful bits, and commands
an admirable view as well of the city as of the
dusty wilderness which spreads around it. At one
time the Ravee ran close under its walls when
it must have presented an appearance not unlike
its brethren in Agra and Allahabad.

Much of the exterior is ornamented with a
coating of what one can only call porcelain plaster
-—a style of decoration I have mnever seen before,
and the art of which is said to be lost. Kashi is
the technical term for it. The effect produced is
cxactly that of the most brilliunt Spanish azulcjos,
or blue encaustic tiles, but it must have been very
much cheaper, and it is extremely to be wished
that the process should be rediscovered. The
decorations on the outside of the Fort belong to
the age of Jehangeer, and bear witness to his
well-known eclecticism. Numerous figures of ani-
mals abhorrent to true Mussulman feeling are
very visible. Mithraic emblems are said to occur,
and there are some figures which are suspiciously
like the European devil—the occurrence of which
is referred by some authorities to the teaching
- ' I 2
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of the Jesuits, who are known to have had some
influence at Jehangeer’s court.

The tomb of the old lion has not much archi-
tectural merit, and, like that of Gooroo Govind,
the tenth supreme pontiff of the Sikhs, who gave a
political turn to their religion, is chiefly important
historically. Some of Runjeet’s wives, who burnt
themselves on his funeral pyre, lie round him,
and bear testimony to a curiously different state of
society from that which now exists at Lahore,
after the lapse of little more than a generation.

Speaking of a similar practice, that of Johar or
self-devotion, the author of a remarkable pamphlet
on the Antiquities of Lahore observes—

“The suicide of Calanus, the Indian, at Pasargade, and that of
Zarmanochegas at Athens (Strabo, lib. xv., chapter 1), are other
instances of the performance of this rite. But we need not go
back to antiquity for examples; only the other day a peasant of
the Kangra district, a leper, deliberately burnt himself to death.
According to the official report, ‘one of his brothers handed him a
light and went away, a second brother watched the burning, and a

third thought it a matter of such small interest that he went about
his usual avocations.””

We looked through a small but rather interest-
ing armoury in the Fort. One of my companions
showed me a strangely-shaped bow. ¢ How long
is it since they have used that in actual warfare?’
said I. “Notso long,” replied he. ¢ I myself had
an arrow fired at me during the siege of Mooltan.”

The Mosque of Wazir Ali is chiefly interesting
as being the best specimen, or one of the best, of
the Kashi work, to which I have already alluded,
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while the tomb and garden of Jehangeer are more
or less in the style of those of the Taj. They are
situated far to the west of the city, beyond the
Ravee, and must have been very striking indeed
before later rulers took to plundering them for
their own constructions. The tomb of the great
Noor Jehan, who sleeps hard by, has suffered very
much more than that of her husband. Now the
authorities are devoting a very little money to
keeping the antiquities of Lahore in something
like order, but there is still much to be done.

On our way back from the tomb of Jehangeer
we saw a polo match, which was being played
between the young Nawab of Bhawulpoor’s people
and some English officers. The boy rode extremely
well, and the whole scene, backed as it was
by the buildings of the city, was striking and
characteristic.

Jan. 2nd —A true Punjab day—the whole air
full of dust, the sun represented by a pale dise,
like the moon seen through clouds. This, with the
thermometer at 90° Fahr. in the coolest room, and
anything you please out of doors—no uncommon
occurrence in the hot weather—must be delectable.
At present it is chilly. The glass has been down
at 21° or 22° Falr. in the night lately ; but, not being
in tents, we feel the cold less than we did at Agra.

We drove in the afternoon to the Great Shalimar
Gardens. The fountains played; but there was
no great head of water on, and the weather was
most unpropitious.
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‘We adjourned to a grove of Sissoo, under which
the boys from six neighbouring village schools had
been collected—Sikhs, IIindus, and Mahometans.
Some of them were very intelligent. I asked one
youth of about fourtecn which was the most
powerful country in Europe after England. ¢ Ger-
many,”” he replied. ¢ And the next to Germany¢”
¢ Russia,” he said. I demurred, and asked him
what he thought of France. ¢ Oh, France,” he
said, ‘“ was once very powerful ; but her disasters
in the late war were so great that she is no longer
so.”” Then I asked him what was the ccclesiasti-
cal capital of his religion. TIIle was a Ilindu.
“ Benares,”” he answered. “And what 1is the
ccclesiastical capital of tlie most numerous body
of Christians ? ” I inquired. ¢ Rome,” he replied.
‘“ Do you know what is going on in that country?”’
I said, pointing to Spain. “ A war between the
people who want a republic and those who want
a monarchy,” was the answer.

1Taving scen a village in the North-west, we
wished to see one in the DPunjab wunder the
guidance of the Deputy Commissioner; so the
accountant of the one in which Shalimar is situated
attended with his maps and books.

This village, unlike the one I have described
near Agra, belongs almost wholly to one family,
and there is only a single Lumberdar, the head of
that family. le is absent on a pilgrimage to
Mecca; but his son came, and we had a long
conversation with him and others as to the amount
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of the Government demand, the rent paid by the
cultivators, the nature of their occupancy rights,
and so forth. There was present also the Tehsildar,
a most important officer in the Punjab—this one,
for instance, having 363 villages under him—the
Canoongoc, or superintendent of accountants in
the Tehsil, and, as I have said, the accountant, or
Putwarree, himself, besides numerous villagers.

With these we went off to visit the village; saw
its mosque, built near the tomb of a holy man,
with the hereditary guardian of the tomb; went
into a house, due notice having been given to the
women of our approach ; noticed the stable or cow-
house below, the sleeping and sitting room above
with a little goat tied up in them—the cooking
apparatus—the household vessels, chiefly earthen-
ware, not as in apparently not wealthier houses,
which I had seen at Ahmedabad, of brightly
polished brass or copper. Then we tasted the
parched Indian corn, which was admirably good
and the chupattee (or ordinary bread), exactly like
the scone of Northern Scotland, which you re-
member finding also in the Troad. We saw, too,
the village weighman, an important personage,
who manages, infer alia, the public entertainment
of strangers by the village, and levies a rate for
that and other purposes, with which Government
never interferes.

We stopped at a draper’s shop, and examined the
goods. Most were English ; some, however, were
native cottons, but of no great merit. Lastly, we
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had the village bard produced, who sang hideously,
to a sort of lyre. We had been led specially to
desire to see him from having examined a village
pedigree (an admirable institution, recently, if I
mistake not, ﬁade an official village record), to
which was preﬁxed a short account of the foundation
of the village by its common ancestor. The one
we saw, which was not that of the village I have
been describing, went back for four hundred years,
and rested, to some extent, on the authority of the
village bard, whose business it is to know all about
genealogies. It was an elaborate document, I
know not how many feet in length, but long enough,
as it seemed to me, to have recorded cven the
history of that great French house which is said to
have on its pedigree a representation of the Duc of
that day going, hat in hand, to congratulate the
Blessed Virgin on the birth of her Son, and bheing
addressed by her with the words: ¢ Couvrez-vous,
mon cousin.”

There was a large tree in the village which I did
not recognize, and of which I asked the name. It
was my friend the Pilu (see my note on Bhurtpore),
whose acquaintance I thus succecded in making.

The old moat which we found round Runjeet
Singl’s Lahore has_been turned into gardens, and
the whole of the adjoining country, which—except
so far as a few very ancient trees formed an excep-
tion—was a howling wilderness, is now swathed in
wood. I observed in some abundance a familiar
form, which I came upon for the first time in these
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lands, as I passed through Mussooric—the weeping
willow. It seems odd to see a tree which I always
associate with Stratford-on-Avon-—the most English
spot in England —amidst such un-Encrhsh scenery.
I note, by the by, that the last? pecredited guess
as to the tree of the 137th Psalm connects it, not
with the Saliz Babylonica, but with the Populus
Fuphratica.

Mrs. —-— has shown me a large number of
flower-paintings. She first obtains an exact out-
line of the living plant by a very simple process of
nature-printing, and then colours the outline care-
fully. The results arc minutely accurate and very
beautiful. One portfolio illustrated a journey
through Cashmere, and made onc long for a
summer therec.

As T drove yesterday with , I asked him
if he knew the scientific name of the tall grass
which I heard called tiger-grass at Ahmedabad,
and which is very abundant here. I think itis a
Saccharum, but am not quite sure. ‘ No,” he said,
“but the people in this neighbourhood call it
Sikunder’s grass, as they still call the main branch
of a river Sikunder’s Channel. Strange—is it not P—
Liowthat great individualitylooms throughhistory—

“On parlera de sa gloire,
Sous le chaume bien longtemps ;
I’humble toit dans cinquante ans
Ne conuuitra pas d'autre histoire.”}

You remember ’s maintaining, half seriously,

* “(inquante ans ” in France is 2,200 here.
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that the villagers in the plain between IIampden
and Oxford, when they speak of the Prince, still
mean Prince Rupert.

How long impressions remain, and how quickly
details fade away ! ¢ It is a thousand pities,” said
a resident here to me yesterday, ¢ that no one
wrote down the table-talk of Runjeet Singh, who
was always saying noteworthy things. A few
years ago there were men alive who could have
done it, but now it is too late.”

I still see very few animals—a pair of hoopooes,
and the mungoose, the hereditary enemy of the
cobra, at this place; the lammergeier at Landour ;
scveral birds of the hawk kind, including a large
ugly kite, which acts as a scavenger; a fine tiger
in confinement at Pattiala; another just caught,
and vincla recusans very much indeed, poor beast ;
a little lynx also, there, nearly as pretty, and some-
what more amiable than the one who used to live
in that house in the Zoological Gardens, of which
the keeper observed when asked him if
the Suricate bit, ¢ Bites, sir? cverything bites
here!”

Will you have a wild beast story, of which you
may believe as much as you please ?

A tigress who lived in captivity at Lahore made
her cscape one day, and not unnaturally startled
the station pretty considerably. At length the
gardener in whose domain her cage was situated
went to the proper authority, and begged to be
ordered to take the runaway back. ¢ Order you to
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take it back !’ was the reply—*“TIll give you no
such order—it would be ordering you to be killed.”
“ Not at all, sir,” said the man. ¢ Only give me
the order, and I will take the tigress back.” “T'll
give you no such order, but you may do as you
please,” was the rejoinder. Hercupon the man,
taking off his turban, walked up to the creature,
which was lying in a shrubbery which it had pro-
bably mistaken for a jungle, and after a courteous
salutation, said to her, ¢ In the name of the power-
ful British Government, I request you to go back
to your cage.” At the same time he put his un-
folded turban round her neck and led her back.

The poor fellow lost his life not long afterwards,
while trying the same experiment on a bear, whose
political principles were not cqually good.

Jan. 3rd.—A much finer day, with occasional
relapses into dust-gloom, and thunder.

We went in the morning to the church in the
civil station. It was, likc many of the buildings
round Lahore, originally a tomb—the tomb, they
say, of a dancing-girl. I know not whether that
was so; but sure I am that it has been sufficiently
consecrated since to satisfy all moderate require-
ments, th(;ugh, naturally enough, many residents
desire a more convenient and more ecclesiastical
building.

The Lahore of to-day is a mere shadow of its
former self. ¢ If Lahore were not inhabited,” ran
the old saying, ¢Ispahan would be half the
world.” ‘
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Its fame had reached the ear of Milton, who
speaks of

“Cambalu, seat of Cathaian Can,
And Samarchand by Oxus, Temir’s throne,
To Paquin of Sinzan kings; and thence
To Agra and Lahore of Great Mogul.” _
Paradise Los:, Bk. xi. v. 388—391.

You hardly drive a hundred yards in some
directions without seeing that in its prime it was
an immense city ; but a long series of calamities
had brought it very low before we took the country,
and the capital began to rise from its ruins in a
new and much altered shape. 4

“Seen from above, the native town presents a far
more varied outline to the sky than any other I
have yet seen in India, thanks to many houses
being higher, to the close-set minarcts and domes,
as well as to the fact that the lofty fort rises in,
and not, as at Agra and Allahabad, outside of it.

In the afternoon we went with our host and the
General commanding the Lahore division to the
church of Meeanmeer, a very good building, much
the best of the kind I have seen since I landed.
It is amusingly characteristic of India and its
ways that the march to and taking of Magdala
was one of the episodes in the life of the architect.

Jan. 4th.—We left Lahore at eight o’clock, and
were forwarded along the partially completed State
railway to Wuzeerabad, some sixty miles off. The
line crosses the Ravee, the ancient Hydraotes, soon
after leaving the station, and travepses the parched
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dreariness of the Retchna Doab, passing Goojran-
walla, a populous trading town, but no other place
of importance.

At Wuzeerabad, we were met by the post carri-
ages, which were to take us on to the westward.
Leaving our servants to make the necessary
arrangements, and to go round by a bridge of
boats, we started, with the engineer in charge of
the Chenab bridge, to see the works, travelling
partly in a trolly and partly by boat. Nothiny
that I have seen in India has taken me so much
by surprise as this river. To judge from the map,
the Chenab, the ancient Acesines, does not seem to
be greater than his neighbours. Lven now, how-
ever, his waters arc much more ample. We saw
people wading the Ravee, whercas the Chenab
was at this, the driest moment of a particularly
dry season, rushing along thirty feet deep. In the
rains it is a fearful torrent, some 31 miles in width,
and terribly rapid. Communication between the
banks is often impossible, no available boat having
been yet able to live in those swirling waves.

The bridge is going to be a grand construction,
and may, perhaps, be finished in 1876, before the
end of the Indian financial year, on the 31st of
March. It has been built to carry comparatively
light trains, not the much heavier ones now
contemplated, since the change in the policy about
the use of the metre gauge on the line towards
Peshawur.

After saying good-bye to our friendly and



110 NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY.

hospitable guide, we continued our journcy from
the western bank of the Chenab, along the Grand
Trunk Road, which is bordered here, as in other
parts of it which I have seen, by long lines of
Babool, under which a horseman can canter along
as he might among the beech-bordered lanes of the
Chilterns. The pace was good, and we got into
the posting bungalow, the inn of this country, in
time to have a stroll under magnificent starlight
before we went to our rough but sufficiently com-
fortable beds.

Shortly before reaching our night quarters, we
crossed the Jhelum, Hydaspes of classic memory,
the river, too, of the Vale of Cashmere.

Jan. bth.—We are close to the boundary of the
Maharajah of Cashmere, and all day a grand snowy
range in his territories is a joy to our eyes. It is
more like the Pyrenees, as scen in early spring,
from Pau, than any other which I remember ; but
much more serrated and higher. I thought about
the finest of many fine views was the one from
the post-house at 120 miles from Lahore.

Our way for some time lay over the spurs of the
Salt range, which stood up to the south of us.
The sections that met my eye were soft sandstone,
clay, conglomerate, and loose rolled pebbles.

We pushed on through a country cut to pieces
by the rains—a perfect labyrinth of ravines and
clay-banks 5 I never saw anything like it in surface
or colouring except the district of Radicofani on
‘the old Sienna road to Rome. Iere and there
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clay-banks have taken the shape of the famous
carth pillars, near Botzen, but I saw none nearly
so high.

As we neared our destination, we came to the
camp of a European regiment on its march, over
which hovered .a number of vultures, who must
surely have been reading some of the outpourings
of our alarmists about Russia and her sinister
designs. Soon we overtook a portion of the regi-
ment, the men marching, the women in bullock-
carts thatched with dried grass, the sick in litters,
or doolies, the same bencficent contrivances which
a great English orator mistook for a ferocious tribe
which carried off the wounded! At length we
reached Rawul'Pindee, whose trim Dodonaa hedges
and well painted railings were a strange contrast
to the region through which we had been passing.

Here, under the roof of the General command-
ing the division, we passed a very pleasant evening,
with much interesting talk about Indian military
affairs.

Jan. 6th.—We continued our journey, starting
about 6 A.M., and running straight to the west-
ward. Most beautiful was the sunrise as we
looked back, the unclouded horizon one blaze of
red, on the upper edge of which was the moon,
and high above this again, the morning star.

Day dawned on the same sort of dusty wilderncss
which we traversed yesterday. The hills were
nearer, and we knew that the Sanitarium of
Murree was only five hours to the north, but we
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did not see the snowy range till we had got a good
many miles on our way.

Traffic on the road much as yesterday and the
day before-—long strings of camecls (R—— counted
one of 193 on the 4th), small laden donkeys, and
bullock-carts. The population is of course very
scanty, for there is nothing to eat. What people
there are live in mud villages, very like those of
Egypt.

Some seventeen miles from Rawul Pindee, a solid
but extremely ugly monument commemorates the
name of General Nicholson. We climbed to the
platform at its base, through scrub composed
chiefly of the Justicea Adhatoda, now covered
with its white acanthoid flowers, and looked over
the treeless and desolate landscape, which would be
frightful if it were not for its clear atmosphere,
-and depressing if it were not for its crisp, almost
frosty air. Somewhere near this is the site of Taxila.

Ere long, we came to a bright little river, of
thoroughly European appearance, and passed into
a country which might be in the Basque provinces.
Long lines of fruit-trees, now without their leaves,
are planted in the fields. I cannot see, as we
gallop by, what they are, but they are wholly un-
Indian, as we have hitherto seen India, in their
general effecty

There was not much to claim our attention be-
tween this and the Indus at Attock, which we
reached soon after mid-day, having left fifty-five
‘miles behind us.
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The view from the posting bungalow is fine.
Right in front the horizon is bounded by a chain
of mountains, some west, some east of the great
river. The mass which abuts on it to the north-
west is the Mahabun, which certain geographers
identify with the Aornos of Alexander, while
others give that name to the hill which rises oppo-
site Attock.

Between the mountains and the Indus is a great
level, while between it and the spot where we
stand, is furthest off a channel, about as broad as
the Spey at Fochabers, and very like it; then a
gravel bank; then another swiftly-running branch
of the river about the same size as the first; then
a considerable breadth of black rocks, covered in
the rains, but dry and parched now; then the post
road, and the broken ground of the hill on which
the posting bungalow is built.

The executive engineer employed here accoms-
panied us about the place, showed us the old
Mahometan fort, the bridge of boats, and the site
of the unfinished tunnel under the Indus. The
river at Attock is comparatively narrow, and this
is one of the things which have given the place its
great historical importance. Above it the Indus is
wild and unrestrained, but here it again enters a
hilly region, and flows for many miles through a
deep and, as I am told, very picturesque gorge.

The Indus left behind, we hurried on up the
western bank, and reached ere long the mouth of

the Cabul river.
I
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We ran along its southern bank, over a dreary
plain, where little grows, at least at this season;
but, after passing Nowshcra, where there is a
pretty large body of troops, we came into a more
cultivated country, with careful irrigation. At
length, before it was dark, we got into Peshawur,
having passed over onc hundred miles in less than
twelve hours, in spite of stoppages.

Jan. 7th.—A gloomy morning. We went out
early under the guidance of the Commissioner,
with whom we are staying, and climbed to the top
of the old Residency, which, in still older days, was
‘the house of Avitabile. The mountains were only
half-seen through the mist which veiled them. It
is a sad pity that rain has not fallen since Septem-
ber. A day of rain in the valley would have
covered the mountains with snow almost to their
base, while at the same time they would have
become perfectly clear. As it was, however, we
could make out a good deal, and learned, amongst
other things, that the fold in the nearest range,
which we had guessed to be the mouth of the
Khyber, was really and indeed what we took it to
be. We consoled ourselves by reflecting that if
the weather had been clear it would also have been
extremely cold. A fire has been known to be
thought agreeable at Peshawur as late as the 24th
of May. '

In the afternoon we drove through the city.
All the roofs are flat in this counfry, but here they
have round them a sort of wattled palisade, to
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cnable the women to go about unseen. From our
vantage ground, at the top of the highest build-
ing in the place, we could, however, inspect the
nurseries, which were not more interesting to
strangers than others elsewhere.

In these regions, you are aware, one only sces
women who cannot afford a servant going about in
the streets, and here in Péshawur those one does
sce are closely veiled, not in the delightful semi-
transparent pretences of Stamboul, but in a stout
white garment cut into lattice work at the eyes.

As we looked over the housetops, I said to my
guide: ‘“Now, what town to the westward will
this compare with? IIow is it by Meshed?”
¢ Oh, Meshed,” he replied, *“is a much more con-
siderable place, with some very good buildings
indeed.” ¢ And how is it by Herat?” ¢If you
remember,” he replied, * we never saw Herat. We
had to turn aside.” ¢ How, then, by Candahar ?”
“Well, very much the same, putting the great
Mosque there out of the comparison.”

As we drove through the streets, our questions
were many. ‘ Who is that?” ¢ An Afreedec.”
“And that?”  “Probably a hill Momund.”
“And that ?” ¢ A Hindoo of the town.,” “And
that ?”’ “A Mussulman of the town.” ¢ And
that ?*’ ¢ A Cabulee.” ¢ Andthat?” ¢ A head-
man of one of our outlying villages.” “And
that P’ ¢ A Hindoo of the hills, who is to the
wild Pathans whdt the Jews were to England in
the middle ages.” “And that?” A Ghilzie,

12
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one of the fellows who killed so many of our
soldiers in the retreat from Cabul;” and so on.
The place is a * Sentina Gentium.”

Among other characteristic sights, I note the
saddle-bags of rough Persian carpet, the piles of
chopped sugar-cane, the short strings of jasmine
flowers, the strong matting and rope, made from
the Chamerops Ritchiana, the scarves of thick
dark-blue cotton, with bright coloured ends, often
worn as a plaid, the strong Cabul ponies, the
Bazaar, built by Avitabile, and full of silk-workers,

One street I saw was narrow, and had a look of
Cairo, but most were fairly broad, and sanitary
considerations had had their due weight.

If Peshawur has less to show in the way of
buildings than many places of 52,000 inhabitants,
the cause is partly to be sought in its exposed
situation, and partly in its great liability to earth-
quakes. Most of the walls are built in compart-
ments, with a view to render these as little
destructive as possible.

After our return home, our host came to my
room, and we had a long talk, by no means the
first in our lives, over certain aspects of what is
commonly called the Central Asian Question, but.
which, if it is to be spoken of in the singular
number at all, would be more accurately, if less
conveniently, described as the Russo-Anglo-Turco-
Egypto - Perso - Indo - Afghan - Uzbek question: a
ridiculous word, no doubt, but not ridiculous if it
impresses on the mind the truth that what we call
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the Central Asian Question is really, like the
equally misnamed Eastern Question in Europe,
made up of a great number of questions.

On some of these questions, and these the ones
which touch ourselves most nearly, there is no
better authority living than Sir Richard Pollock,
and it is well that such an important political out-
post as this is under the care of so well-informed
and cool-headed a watcher of events.

Jan. 8th.—General Wilson, commanding the
Peshawur brigade, was good enough to have the
troops out for us to see. We started after an
carly breakfast, and riding past the uncompleted
fortified inclosure, soon found ourselves in the
open plain, on the other side of the so-called
Circular road, to be beyond which, in ordinary
circumstances, is to be “out of bounds.”

Presently we joined the General, and reined in
our horses at a point where we had the whole
force between us and the mouth of the Khyber.
It was very dusty, and we feared that as soon as
the troops got into motion nothing could be dis-
cerned ; but a light breeze, springing up from the
north, carried the dust away. Thisis, I suppose,
the grandest parade-ground in the whole of the
Empire, as the Pheenix Park in Dublin is perhaps
the prettiest. The force, though not large, was
worthy of its place of exercise. There was the
Horse Artillery and the 17th, and the 72nd High-
landers, and a regiment of lancers, whose nucleus
was 1lodson’s horse, and the corps which takes its
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name from the historical defence of Khelati-
Ghilzie, with several others of not less efficicncy
and fame. Last, but not least, was the Elephant
battery, with its gigantic Armstrongs, famous all
through Central Asia. The wise beasts saluted as
they passed General Wilson, I was going to say
like any Christian, when it occurred to me that I
could not by possibility use a more inappropriate
expression, for never was there a force to which
the lines in the ¢ Siege of Corinth ’ could be more
cmphatically applied :—
“They were of all tongues and creeds,
Some were those who counted beads,

Some of mosque and some of church,
And some, or I mis-say, of neither.”

It was a striking sight, and nonc the less striking
because one knew that the men Dbefore us, and
those who were lying behind them, on the road
along which we have come, could walk over any-
thing and everything between this and the Syr
Daria. I yield, I trust, to no British politician in
pacific, and, indeed, in warmly friendly feelings
towards Russia, but I am all the freer to indulge
those feelings, because I well know that so far
from having any cause to fear her aggression we
could, if need were, which God forbid ! make her
position in Central Asia wholly intolerable. When
will people learn that, as I have said before, our
difficulty is not in governing India but in governing
it well? We are strong cnough now to try to
govern it well, and are doing so. If we were
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weaker, we might be tempted to conciliate the
violent and turbulent classes by a warlike policy.
If we thought a warlike policy a right or wise one,
we could occupy all Afghanistan, and hold it with
the greatest ease. Let no one dream, misled by
the fiasco of Lord Auckland, that there is any
doubt about that. But what good would or could
come to us from so doing—from annexing new
expenses and responsibilities without any new ad-
vantage P

‘When the review was over, we returned to the
Circular road, and then, striking off to the left,
reached, before very long, Hurree Sing’s Boorj or
tower (observe our familiar Burg and Burgh in so
unfamiliar a setting). This is the last outpost of the
British Government towards the Khyber, the old
Fort of Jumrood being no longer occupied. We
should have liked to go on, as is often done, to the
actual opening of the Pass; but the Commissioner
asked me not to ask him to take us there at this
particular moment, and I need not say his word in
such a matter was law. Leaning, however, over
the parapet of the tower, I took him round the
whole circle of hills and outposts, sparing him, I
am afraid, nothing.

I bad often studied all this on the map, and
often forgot it. I shall not forget it now, but the
very motives which made me unmerciful to him
make me merciful to you, for you would remember
as little the relative position of the places as 1 used
to do.
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When we arrived at the Boorj, we were met by
the officers in charge, and here, for the first time,
I heard Pushtoo, the language of the Afghans,
which is as much harsher than German as German
is harsher than Italian.

From the Khyber to where we stood, a distance
of some five miles, stretches a stony plain, and
there is nothing imposing in the actual opening.

. XOONOZ, pdv el rnhovpov ijxopev médov

Sxvlny € of,uov, &'ﬁaroy el c'pn;u'ay,

the first lines of the Prometheus Vinctus, came
into my head, as I gazed to the westward. Ifany
Russian Chauvinist, with more zeal than sense,
likes to take this as an omen, I wish him much
joy of it ; and I also offer it to all those English-
men who think we should be, as matters stand at
present, the better for having a great power as our
immediate neighbour.

I have not seen the Argemone Mexicana, on one
single occasion, since I mentioned it at Bhurtpore.
It evidently does not like this comparatively
northern climate; but I am amused to sce that
the Asclepias IHamiltoni, which I saw first at
Ahmedabad, and which, after following us to
Lahore, has had a representative every few yards
along the Grand Trunk road through the whole
270 miles—for all the world like the police in
Warsaw, in January, 1864—hag faithfully attended
us to the « terminus imperii.” *

After inspecting the first Clepsydra, or water-
clock, which I ever met with, and plucking some
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leaves from one of the last trees in the realms of
law and order—Zizyphus jujuba it was——universal
in the parts of the trans-Indus district we have
crossed--we turned and rode back to Peshawur,
passing many Khyberees coming in to the great
metropolis with their wretched little merchandize
—chiefly a large reed used for matting, on wretched
little bullocks.

“Is that a man or a woman ?” I said to my
guide, pointing to a figure before us. “Oh, a
woman,” said he; “a man would have a better
coat;”’ adding, as we passed, “ What a hard face
it is—never had a luxury in her life!”

And so I cantered back, by no means more
inclined than I was when I considered the ques-
tion at the India Officc towards a * blood and
iron” policy with these poor devils, though some
persons, who ought to have had better information,
talked the other day of another frontier raid,
because a blockhead of a soldier, wandering help-
lessly after dinner, had been carried off over the
frontier—and this, though the Warden of the
Marches sent him back, without our paying a
penny, and the villagers came in and offered to
raze the houses of the vagabonds who had been
concerned in the outrage. The man was brought
to Peshawur, and very deservedly put under arrest
by his Colonel foy being absent without leave;
but the frontier isa long way off, while a sensa-
tional story is casily manufactured, and pays cent.
per cent.



122 NOTES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY.

Passing through the approaches of the old
Residency, and among the buildings used for
judicial purposes, we mnoticed the picturesque
group of suitors in this open-air ¢ Salle des pas
perdus.”’ 1t was at Peshawur, you know, that
Shere Ali, who lived to murder Lord Mayo, uscd
to stand with a drawn sword to defend the pre-
siding judicial officer against the—alas! far from
chimerical-—danger of a sword-cut from a dis-
appointed suitor.

e tarried for some time amongst the trees,
conspicuous amongst which was the superb
Baukinia variegata, now covered with its pinkish
purple flowers, and for the hundredth time I
regretted, as I saw the magnificent pods of the
Cassia fistuld, that I should not see in bloom
that infinitely glorified cousin of the Laburnum.

In the afternoon we went, by invitation of the
General, to see some of the warlike games of the
country. A course of three or four hundred yards
was covered with soft earth. Near one end of it
a tent-peg, say one foot high by two or three
inches wide, was fixed in the ground. Towards
this a horseman dashed at full speed with his
thirteen or fourtcen feet lance. He came on, some-
times silently, oftener with a long, low, anxious
cry, and very genecrally succeeded in transfixing
the tent-peg, and whirling it round his head
in triumph as he galloped out of the lists.

It had been getting clearer all the afternoon,
and towards sunsct there was a very bright gleam.
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After I had looked for some time at the tent-
pegging, as it is infelicitously called, Colonel G——,
to whom I shall feel eternally grateful, said to me:
¢ If you will come behind the tent, you will now
have a good view. There,” said he, “are the
hills of Swat, and there,” pointing far to the west,
¢ is the Safed Koh; and there, right through that
gap to the northward, is the end of the Hindoo
Koosh.” That last sight was one of the things I
had not promised myself when I left England,
for I did not know of the depression in the nearer
chains which alone made it possible to sec that
range of mighty name. There, however, it was,
perhaps 150 miles away ; but as clear as sun and
snow could make it, and I knew that the Oxus
was flowing behind “from his high mountain
cradle in Pamere,’”’ and that the ¢ roof of the world”
was not very far off.

By the time I had looked long enough at the
mountains the game was changed, and the object
was now for the horseman, galloping from one cnd
of the lists, to slice three orangrs fixed on three
poles, about four fect high, placed at intervals
along them. This was done by several, while
others sliced only one or two of the oranges, and
some none at all. It was satisfactory to hear that
many of our European soldiers succeed in these
feats quite as well as the native troops. To-day,
Lowever, the latter had the best of it.

Conversation here turned of course lavgely
on fronticr matters. To neglect Quid bellicosus
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Cantaber et Scythes cogitet would not have been
Horace’s advice if there had been no Adrian sea.
The Akhoond of Swat, who is a sort of Prester
John at Whitehall, is decidedly no myth in the
Peshawur valley.

Earthquakes are another topic of talk with
strangers, and the Greco-Buddhist excavations in
the neighbourhood are a third.

A beautiful -and very tame little musk-deer,
belonging to the Commissioner, was quite a novel
sight to me.

Many stories are told of the ring of wild tribes
between us and Cabul, their goed and evil qualities.
I should like to see an essay on the political
influence of Scott and Byron on our appreciation
of mountaineers. It is not so long ago since the
Scotch Highlander was thought of by his lowland
neighbours as nothing better than a polecat to be
put to death where found. Now we think quite
differently, and the tribes on the fromtier reap
the benefit of our change of view. They are not,
I observe, praised for the virtues for which Ma-
hometans are often praised. I remember, when
I first came under the spell of the Crescent in 1851,
when Omar Pasha was trampling down the old
feudal nobility of Bosnia, being very much struck
with the way in which people in Austrian Croatia
talked of the truthfulness and reliableness of their
Turkish neighbours. These Mahometans of the
Afghan border are liars and thieves, but it does
not scem to occur to them that lying and thicving
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are other than quite honourable and respectable
pursuits On the other hand, they are falthful in
service, and as brave as lions.

They are good friends, these Pathans, and
zealous ; but their zeal requires now and then to
be tempered by discretion. One of them had ob-
served his master, a young Deputy-Commissioner,
not a little fussed and worried, to get ready for the
visit of his immediate superior. “That gentle-
man’s coming, I observe, gives you much trouble,”
said the faithful creature one day; “you don’t
scem to find it pleasant. Would you like him not¢
to come again?

Another remarked to his employcr, an officer who
was poor and popular, ¢ Have you no rich relations,
Sahib, in England ? If you have, I think I could
arrange that you should succeed to their property ! ”’

Over the border their want of respect for human
life is almost cynical. A traveller arrived in an
Afreedee village one morning, and was detained by
the people, who seemed inclined to plunder him.
“You will do me no harm,” he said, “I am a
descendant of the Prophet.” ¢ Ah,” replied the
devout villagers, ‘“you are exactly the man we
have been looking for. We have long wanted a
shrine.”” 8o they kept his property, cut his throat,
and built his sepulchre.

And yet who shall say that these people are not
capable of acquiring the finest flowers of civiliza-
tion? I read in a missionary report, the other
day, a story of one of them who, showing good
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dispositions, obtained one book after another.
‘When there were no more to be had, he cut short
controversy by declaring that he had had a revela-
tion from God to the effect that the Koran was
infallible. Surely the grandson of so promising a
bibliomane might become the customerof a twentieth
century Quaritch or Techener, and live to cry with
genuine enthusiasm, as he examined a doubtful
edition, ¢ Ah, c’est la bonne; voila les fautes qui
ne sont pas dans la mauvaise ! ”’ It is fair to add
that the author of the report, a man, they tell me,
of merit and ability, quite appreciated the humour
of the situation.

What a distance we have already travelled over
Indian soil, and how far away we are from the
latitudes through which we passed to reach
Bombay ! Adenis in 12° 45’, Peshawur is just short
of 34°, and not much south of the shores of Crete.

One does, indeed, feel oneself at the end of the
world. Our pomegranates come from Candahar;
our stewed prunes from Bokhara. I have bought
a rug from Kayn, in Khorassan, a great-coat in
the nature of an Ulster, for railroad travelling,
which was made in Cabul, to say nothing of a set
of Russian tea-cups, which have come down the
Khyber, and are the correct thing for every gentle-
man to have in Afghanistan. In gratitude toadealer
who described his lazuli as lajwurdi, arid made me
remember how near T was to its home in Badakshan,
I bought his whole stock, which was, by the way,
neither very good nor very extensive—a criticism
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which equally applies to the ferozes or turquoises
from Nishapur, in Persia, which I added to my
collection,

I sat late over the fire in this, the most English
house I have seen in India. Frontier lines are,
and always have been to me, in the highest degree
solemnizing ; and of all frontier lines I know
none 8o solemnizing as that which I have seen to-
day, where the grandest political cxperiment that
has ever been tried in the world comes to an end.
I wished I had brought with me to read once
again in this place the thoughts which one of the
few statesmen of the old world who would have
understood and sympathized with our work in
India wrote down on another frontier line, very
familiar to me too, ‘““amongst the Quadi by the
Granua.”” I had not done so, however, but in this
mood I took up the Rhythm of St. Bernard,
which, oddly enough, I had never scen in the
Latin till a friendly hand lent it to me at Lahore.

How wonderfully fine some bits of it are! Take
the opening :—

‘“ Hora novissima, tempora pessima sunt, vigilemus
Ecce minaciter imminet Arbiter Ille supremus :

Imminet, immwinet, ut mala terminet, &qua coronet,

Recta remuneret, anxia liberet, ethera donct.”
And again—

“ Pax erit omnibus illa fidelibus, illa beata

Irresolubilis, invariabilis, intemerata:

Pax sine crimine, pax sine turbine, pax sine rixi;

Meta laboribus, atque tumultibus anchora fixa

Pax erit omnibus unica. Sed quibus? Immaculatis,

Pectore mitibus, ordine stantibus, ore sacratis.”,
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SEALKOTE, Jan. 13th.—1 turned my back on
Peshawur, with many regrets, for I know that they
spoke only too truly who said that we had seen its
beautiful valley to the least possible advantage.
In the flush of spring, when the horseshoe of
mountains is still clad in snow, while its peach
and quince gardens are in full flower, it must be
enchanting.

The landscape of the Peshawur district, just
now, is not wintry, but things look more wintry
than we have seen them do elsewhere—that is to
say, the pastures are brown, the young corn has
‘not made the fields more than half green, and
many trees have lost, or are rapidly losing, their
leaves —the mulberry and the Populus Euphratica
amongst them.

In order to reach this place, we had to return
on our track as far as Wuzeerabad. We came along
at a great pace, the service to and from Peshawur
being most efficiently performed. Though the
carriages are of a rough-and-ready kind, I have
never secn better posting in any country. Those
who wish to learn how bad Indian posting was,
and still T fear is, in some places, should read
Bayard Taylor.

Nowshera demanded a second glance as we
passed. It is now a very different place from that
which is described by Bishop Cotton in his letters,
and still more from what it was when Runjeet
Singh broke here the power of the Afghans and
prepared the way for the British arms. We
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stopped a little time at Attock, and had some talk
with several officers quartered there. Two of them
were interested in the history and antiquities of
the neighbourhood ; but it was not until I had left
it far behind that I learned that there was a dealer
in engraved gems there, whose stores I should like
to have seen, having, as you know, carried into
this nineteenth century that very eighteenth
century taste. At Hassoon Abdool we turned
aside to see the valley where Moore makes the
disguised Prince of Bucharia sing the ¢ Light of
the Harem” to Lalla Rookh—not one of his
happiest efforts—but containing one or two pass-
ages which every one knows, such as—

“There’s a beauty for ever unchangingiy bright,
Like the long sunny lapse of a summer-day’s light.”

And—

“Alas! how light a cause may move
Dissension between hearts that love.”

I lingered for a time, seeing the fish fed by an
old Sikh priest in the clear deep waters of a little
basin, on the edge of which I gathered the maiden-
hair, which carried my thoughts to the fountain
of Egeria. Further on was a deserted garden, in
which there was a tomb overgrown with jasmine.
Of course, the * Ineptia Ciceroniana’ had chris-
tened it the grave of Lalla Rookh.

We spent a delightful evening at Rawul Pindee
amongst people who had cultivated most success-
fully the amiable science of making strangers feel

like old friends in about half-an-hour. Here, too,
K
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I saw with my bodily eye the native dealer who
sent to the British Museum a coin of a Bactrian
King unknown to history, for- which he got, if I
remember rightly, £100. We turned aside, on our
way to Jhelum, to examine the Manikyala Tope, a
curious Buddhist monument absurdly named the
tomb of Bucephalus.

Half the village crowded round, offering coins
for sale. I bought thirty-five (none of which
looked good for anything), on the chance of some
one being interesting, but fear that the neighbour-
hood of the dealer above alluded to will make my
speculation a very unprofitable one.

The day was pleasant, like one of the hot days
we sometimes have in England towards the end of
April, but the distance was obscured by dust and
mist, so that the snowy range, which had been so
great a pleasurc as we went westward, was never
once secn.

At the posting bungalow of Jhelum we made
the native in charge talk Punjabi, while our
Portuguese servant put what he said into Hindus-
tani, so that we might see the kind of difference
between them ; and we did not forget to drink the
waters that had come down from Cashmere, as we
drank at Attock those which had flowed by Leh
and Iskardo.

Perhaps I a little over-rated, the other day, the
barrenness of the Sind Sagar Doab, as the country
hetween the Jhelum and the Indus is called, not
having made enough allowance for the crops being
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but little above ground, thanks to the extreme and
almost alarming drought; but I was struck with
the far more civilized look of the country between
Jhelum and the Chenab.

At Wuzeerabad the carriages of the Maharajah
of Cashmere, who had invited me to visit him, met
us and took us up to Secalkote, through a country
of great fertility, in which the sugar-cane is largely
grown. IHere we were welcomed most warmly by
General B——, who commands the brigade, and
was one of our companions in thiec Malwe.

We drove in the pleasant morning air through
the pretty station of Scalkote, the prettiest I have
yet seen in India, and were soon over the British
boundary. The Pir Punjal, and other great Hima-
layan ranges, rose in front of us through the thin
dust-mist like the ghosts of mountains. If we
could have made the journey in a balloon we should
have seen them splendidly, for we should have been
above the semi-opaque stratum. As it was, how-
ever, they were extrcmely beautiful, with their
strange spiritual look. At length we arrived at a
tract of broken ground covered with jungle, and
exchanged our carriages for elephants, advancing
slowly through thickets in which Butea frondosa,
and Acacia modesta were the prevailing trees,
while Justicea Adhatoda had it all its own way,
where trees were not. The Ewuphorbia Royliana,
which might at a distance be taken for a plant of
the Coal Mcasures, towered over our heads, cven

when we were mounted on our elephants, and was
2K
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really a grand object. Armed men, in bright
colours, ran before us, their uniforms shining
through the woodland. At length we came to a
rather broad river, which ¢ the huge earth-shaking
beast  forded with that deliberation which makes
him so amusing, my companion describing to me
how he had once crossed the Jumna with the water
streaming into his howdah. At the foot of the
slope on which Jummoo is built, the heir apparent
of Cashmere met us on an elephant, accompanied
by the father of the well-known minister, Kirpa
Ram, who was, I regret to say, himself ill, and
unable to appear. We proceeded slowly through
part of the city to the house where the Maharajah
receives his European guests, which stands on the
edge of an enchanting valley, and is separated
from the picturesque fortress of Bao by the river,
which we forded as we approached the place.
After various ceremonies had been gone through,
we were left for some time, during which General
B ——, who is an enthusiastic and excellent artist,
took us carefully to the best points of view.

In the afternoon, we again mounted our ele-
phants and proceeded to the Palace, through
winding streets of one-storeyed houses, so narrow
that a skilful jumper could have sprung down from
the howdah on to their roofs.

We were received at the door of the hall of
audience by the Maharajah, who, after the usual
civilities, led me to a room in another part of the
building, which overlooked the river-valley, and
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commanded a quite lovely prospect. Thence we
returned to the hall of audience, where we assisted
at another Nautch, a sort of pantomimic perform-
ance, showing some skill in the performers. This
was followed by native music, which had a good
deal of interest for me. Amongst other things, I
saw the Vina. If you remember, Moore makes
Feramorz take her Vina from the hands of Lalla
Rookh’s little Persian slave, before he begins to
sing at Ilassoon Abdool. Ile would have been a
very confident suitor who made such an experi-
ment, for the Vina is as unlike as possible to the
typical lover’s lute. It is about six feet in length,
with two huge bottle-shaped gourds at either end.
I wish him much joy of such an instrument.

I had a great dezl of talk with his Ilighness,
through various interpreters, about politics, books,
coins, &c. We were speaking of my Indian tour
and the objects of it. ¢ AhL,” said he, * between
the eye and the ear there may be little more than
two or three fingers’ breadth, but still there is a
mighty difference between hearing and seeing.”

* * * * *

Jummoo is, as you know, the winter capital of
the Maharajah, whose territory extends over some
25,000 square miles—is, therefore, about the size
of Scotland, less the counties of Perth and Inver-
ness. The famous shawls are chiefly made in the
neighbourhood of his summer capital Srinuggur,
the chief town of the vale of Cashmere, which is
separated from Jummoo by about 125 miles of
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mountain-marching enchanting in summer, but
out of the question at this season.

We dined, of course, by ourselves, but from
time to time the Maharajah sent us native dishes,
some of which were excellent.

Then we had fireworks. The night was perfectly
still and very propitious to them. Seven fire
balloons floated high in the air, and got exactly
into the position of the Great Bear and the Pole-
star. I called the attention of one of my com-
panions to this, who, pointing it out to the Maha-
rajah, said, ¢ It is only your Highness who can
add to the number of the constellations.”

When the fireworks were over, we took our
leave, and very picturesque was the ride home under
the crescent moon through the dark silent streets,
with our attendants clamouring in front to drive
the sacred bulls and the camels out of the way.

This morning we started soon after sunrise,
accompanied by the son of Kirpa Ram and others.
Just as we came in sight, through the city gate, of
the woodland which I described yesterday, the
troops presented arms, and the band struck up
““ God save the Queen.” Then we slowly descended
the steep declivity on which Jummoo is built. As
we were crossing the river, General B—— called
out to me, “It would take a fine reach of the
Rhine to beat this ’—and so it would. Some half
an hour passed, however, before we saw the full
glories of Jummoo. We had crossed most of the
woodland, and had descended from our elephants,
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when we reached a point where, in the clearer
morning, the mountains stood out in all their
beauty. On the left stretched the mighty snowy
chain- of the Pir Punjal—rising, I suppose, to
about 17,000 or 18,000 feet. Then, in the middle
of the background, came an outer range, not
snowy, somewhat lower than Taygetus, and rather
like it; lastly, far to the right, another snowy
range on the borders of Thibet.

Between us and the mountains lay Jummoo,
with its white pyramidal temples shining in the
sun, and surrounded by a near landscape which
wanted nothing to make it perfect. It was the
most beautiful land view I ever beheld.

The Maharajah is a lucky man, with heaven for
his winter and the seventh heaven for his summer

capital.
We said farewell, with many regrets, to our
friend, General B——, who reminded me not un-

frequently of Leopold von Orlich. I need hardly
say that the remembrance of that most excellent
man has often been with me in this land which he
loved so well, and which he tried so hard to make
better known to his countrymen.

From Sealkote we returned by Wuzeerabad to
Lahore. I was amused, the other day, by hearing
the native explanation of the many changes that
had taken place about the gauge of this railway.
“You know,” say the politicians of the Bazaar,
“they are only governed by a woman, and women
are apt not to know their own minds.”
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Jan. 14¢th.—On our way from Lahore to Delhi.—
We have passed Umritsur, where I had a few
moments of most interesting and memorable talk
with General Rennell Taylor, who received us so
kindly as we went north. Since that we have left
behind Jullundur, Loodiana, and the fort of
Phillour, whence the army that attacked Delhi
drew its munitions. As we traversed the great
Sutledge Bridge, there came back to my mind
a wonderful epigram of events not universally
known.

No sooner had the rear-guard of the aveng-
‘ing army returned from Afghanistan than the
mighty river came down like a wall, and
swept away the two bridges by which it had
crossed.

I was amused to observe, on a bank in the
middle of the channel, my friend the Argemone
Mezicana. 1 know not whether the conjecture I
made the other day is correct, or whether it too
has been delayed by the Sutledge on its career of
conquest.

Jan. 16¢th.~~We reached Delhi at a very early
hour this morning, after a journey of some nineteen
hours, and have already seen much.

The fort—the residence of tKe Moguls till their
wicked folly swept them and all that they repre-
sented into annihilation amidst the whirlwind of
1857—is still noble and beautiful, though the hand
of the Persian, the Afghan, and the Mahratta had
fallgn heavily upon it long before it passed into our
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keeping ; for the eighteenth-century history of
Delhi is the history of one frightful sack and
massacre after another.

There is nothing in it which is, to my mind, as
beautiful as the Jasmine Bower or the Pearl Mosque
of Agra. The buildings, however, are for the most
part on a larger scale ; not so, by the way, what is
herc known as the Pearl Mosque, which is a mere
Cappellina.

. I had stupidly fancied the hall round which are
inscribed the famous words, “ If there is a Paradise
upon earth it is here, it is here,” to have been a
hall in our sense of the term; but it is nothing
of the kind. It is a series of open arcades of
white marble ; but it deserves all Fergusson says
of it.

‘We went to see the Friday prayer at the Jumma
Musjid, and here only in India have I heard the
cry of the Muezzin. We were on one of the
minarets at the time, while he was far below, only
about forty feet above the great paved court—an
innovation which cannot be considered an improve-
ment. We descended immediately, and saw the
service from two points, first enfilading the long
lines of worshippers from the side of the arcades
which here, as elséWhere in India, form the Mosque
proper, and secondly looking straight across the
great court to the Mecca Niche.

Nothing could be more striking than the way in
which the people, two thousand perhaps in all,
knelt and rose, stood up and prostrated themselves
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as oneman. It brought to my memory the sad and
famous lines of Alfred de Musset :—

“Q Christ! je ne suis pas de ceux que la priére
Dans tes temples muets améne & pas tremblants;
Je ne suis pas de ceux qui vont & ton Calvaire,
En se frappant le cceur, baiser tes pieds sanglants ;
Et jo reste debout, sous tes sacrés portiques,
Quand ton peuple fidéle, autour des noirs arceaux,
Se courbe en murmurant sous le vent de cantiques,
Comme au souffle du Nord un peuple de roseaux.
Jo ne crois pas, 6 Christ, & ta parole sainte,
Je suis venu trop tard dans un monde trop vieux,
D’un siécle sans espoir nait un siécle sans crainte,
Les cométes du ndtre ont dépeuplé les cieux.”

As a spectacle, the prayer in the Jumma Musjid
to-day was most impressive, and on the last Friday
in Ramazan, when from thirty to forty thousand
people assemble, and the whole mighty enclosure
is filled, it must be one of the great spectacles
of the world, but sound is wanting. There is no
“vent de cantiques.” Probably the voices of a
vast multitude, repeating the responses, would give
something of the same effect, but a few thousand
are lost in the vast space.

A good deal of our time went this afternoon in
looking over a great quantity of Delhi art manu-
factures, which a native gentleman had collected
at his house for our inspection. These are better
known at home than most Indian things of the
kind, and consist chiefly of jewellery made in
imitation of the Babool flower, of miniatures on
‘ivory, sometimes excellent, of embroidered shawls,
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and other textile fabrics of which this placeis a
great emporium.

The Black Mosque, a characteristic specimen of
the second or sterner phase of Pathan architecture,
and a Jain temple, also claimed some notice, but
far less than the famous ridge, along which we
drove, recalling the details of that equally wonder-
ful and glorious feat of arms which is known as
the siege of Delhi in 1857, though the idea of our
scanty force besieging the hosts who were collected
in the city recalls the story of the Prussian soldier
on the field of Leuthen, who, being asked how he
had taken a flock of prisoners, replied—‘ If you
please, sir, I surrounded them.”

Jan. 16¢h.—1 have never received a satisfactory
reply to a question which frequently recurs to my
mind. ‘Why was this site chosen for a great city ?
It does not appear to have any peculiar natural
advantage. And yet, if the archeeologists are
right, there have been thirteen great cities here at
one time or another. This rather featureless
plain would secem to have been important as far
back as the days of Nineveh and Babylon, although
there is nothing above ground now which has the
slightest claim to any such antiquity.

Delhi has been called the Rome of Asia, but it
will perhaps convey to your minds no very in-
accurate idea of the real state of the case if I say
that where in the European Rome you have a
great ruin like the Colosseum or the Baths of
Caracalla, you have in or near the Asiatic Rome
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the remains of a great city, and that the whole
face of the country between the remains of these
cities is dotted with tombs as thickly as the line of
the Appian Way.

RHisa wonderful, but at the same time a rather
melancholy, not to say irritating sight. Nowhere
in the world is the disproportion between the
monuments of men and their lives so great.

The Emperor Humayoun, whose name you
probably do not know, or hardly know, sleeps in
a tomb which might have been applopuate to
Marcus Aurelius.

A wretched miscreant, of whom little can be
said, except that he was probably the patentee of
Thuggism—that is, of systematic murder by
strangulation—is revered as a saint, and has a
sepulchre which would have been almost too good
for St. Francis. The most passionate admirer of
Gustavus or Cromwell would never have wished
them a nobler resting-place than the tomb of
Toghluck Shah, while all Europe would have been
astonished if France had raised to Turgot, or
Italy to Cavour, a memorial faintly comparable
to that which covers the dust of the Sufter Jung,
of whom the best that can be reported is that he
was not the most infamous minister of the later
Moguls.

The last tomb erected in the enclosure, sacred
to the supposed inventor of Thuggism, isin honour
of a scoundrel who was well known to Colonel
Sleeman, and is by him described as having died
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of too much cherry-brandy—the only liquor, as he
expressed it, which the English had that was worth
drinking. As I looked at his monument, an
extremely graceful one, I thought of the,last
grave-stone I had seen in Europe, under its cluster
of meagre firs amidst the bare landscape of the
Brie.
“Marmoreo Licinus tumulo jacet, at Cato nullo,
Pompeius parvo—Quis putet esse Deos?”

To the credit, however, of human nature, it ought
to be stated that there is one monument, to a
member of the house of Timur, which is to be
regarded with very different feelings from those
which are inspired by that of Mirza Jchangeer,
above alluded to. It is the tomb of the sister of
Dara and Aurungzebe, and its inscription runs as
follows :—

“Let no rich canopy cover my grave:
This grass is a fit covering
For the tomb of the poor in spirit,
The humble, the transitory Jehanara,
The Disciple of the holy men of Chist,
The daughter of the Emperor Shah Jehan.”

Small wonder if Colonel Sleeman misread the
second last line, and put Christ instead of Chist !

Rich marbles surround and partly cover the
tomb, but the grass is still allowed to do so too, in
part compliance with her wish.

Of course I admired the great Kootub Minar,
but I think it has been overpraised. The three
lowest storeys are admirable, no doubt—red sand-



142 NOTES OF AN, INDIAN SOURNEY.

stone grandly fluted and beautifully carved, but
.the two higher ones, in which much white marble
has been injudiciously used, detract from its effect
as a whole. |

The remains of the great Mosqde, hard by, the
first ever built in the plains of India, are most
noble, and have, at first sight, a strangely Gothic
look. I was just thinking of Tintern, as I walked
towards them, when R --— came up and said,
“ Dear me—how like Fountains! ”’

Most memorable, too, is the Alai Darwaza, or
(Ja,te, of which Fergusson says i—

“Tt was erected by Ala uddeen Khilji, and the date, 1310, is
found among its inscriptions. It is, therefore, about a century
more modern than the other buildings of the place, and displays
the Pathan style at its period of greatest perfection, when the
Hindu masons had learned to fit their exquisite style of decoration
to the forms of their foreign masters. Its walls are decorated in-
ternally with a diaper pattern of unrivalled excellence; and the
mode in which the square is changed into an octagon is more simply
elegant and appropriate than any other example I am acquainted
with in India.”

But why should I linger over ruins, the magni-
ficence of which no one can realize without having
seen them? If I could have had you with me by
the Asoka pillar, in Ferozabad, one of the thirteen
ruined cities of which I spoke—have showed you
the wide field of desolation in which it lies, and
the three vultures who sat a bowshot off, enjoying
the congenial spectacle—if I could have wandered
with you over the. gigantic remains of Purana
Killa, or of the still more gigantic Toghluckabad
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(mightiest, perhaps, of all the astounding creations
of imperial caprice in this land of marvels),
description would have been superfluous. To
those who haxp not done so I fear such descrjption :
as I could give would be of no gvail. I know, at
least, how awfully indigestible I found Mr. Beglar’s
and even General Cunningham’s pages, when I
had occasion to look through them last autumn.

The guide-books I have used on the spot are
Keene’s, Cooper’s, and Harcourt’s—all useful, but
none of them, I should think, easy or even endurable
reading, at a distance from the scenes descrlbed
The best manual for the traveller to take to Delhl
would, I think, be the Travels of o - Hindoo, by
Mr. Bholonauth Chunder. His book was published
in 1869, and its author made use of the most
reliable writings that had preceded his own. I had
had a copy on my shelves for some years, but had
only read a little of it. It is, however, really
extremely well worth reading, for more reasons
than one, though even Mr. Bholonauth Chunder’s
best selected extracts from his predecessors, and
his own often very judicious remarks, would hardly
bear reading at a distance from Delhi.

Jan. 19th.—A second visit to the Kootub—this -
time with a large party—an inspection of the great
works at the head of the new Jumna Canal, with
the engineer in charge, various conversations with
Sir John Strachey and officers in his camp (which
‘we left, if you remember, on the 24th Dec., ‘and
rejoined at this place on the 16th), were my other
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chief events at Delhi; but I did not forget to see
(as I had been wisely enjoined to do) the Jumma
Musjid at half-past eight o’clock in the morning,
nor to look at it along the line of the Darweezah
Street. A visit by moonlight, and a second ascent
of one of its minarets, were not works of obliga-
tion, but withal very pleasant.

At Delhi, we returned to the Neem, planted
everywhere here, bt which I have hardly seen in
the northern districts. The Millingtonia suberosa
is also very common ; the Baccain, the other Melia
which I confused at first withi*the Neem, is much
Yess frequent. 'We have had more breeze here than
in most other places, and I owe to that having
heard a sound quite new to me—the rustle of the
Peepul, which the gods love, and which is altogether
different from that of any tree to which I happen
to have listened.

In Delhi, I came for the first time on traces of
the uneasiness which is said to be inspired in the
minds of some of the well-to-do natives of India
by the Russian advances in Asia—a gentleman
of the mercantile class having questioned me under
the shadow of the Kootub Mosque about the
possible advent of strangers more formidable even
than the Pathans who raised that noble pile.

Here, too, I succeeded, at last, in getting hold
of Dr. Macleod’s Peeps at the Far East, and in
reading his account of some of the places we
hav§f8een—interesting, of course, to me, as show-
ing me how things struck one who made, like
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myself, a hurried journey through India during
the cold season, and looked at the country from a
somewhat different standpoint.

Joan. 19th.—We left Delhi early this morning
in a special train along with Sir John Strachey. It
was bitterly cold till the sun had got out of bed,
and looked for some little time about him. Icicles
hung on the water-pipes. All of us were in great-
coats of one kind or another; and some even wore
furs that would have done good service on the
banks of the Neva. _ _

There was little to ‘interest in the first part of
the journey. At length we reached Rewarree, the
station to which comes down the trade of Bewanee,
which is carried on by camels, and rises to a figure
of something like a million sterling—the pastoral
west sending hither enormous amounts of ghee,
and receiving back chiefly piece goods and sugar.

My attention was drawn to the Sabee river, as
an interesting illustration of the engineering
difficulties of this country. The Sabee is a stream
which, for, say a generation, goes on quite respect-
ably and peaceably ; then it suddenly goes mad,
and covers a whole district in a few hours. And
small blame to it, if, as happened not very long
ago, fourteen inches of rain fall in thirty-six hours.
Of course, it would be impossible to provide by
any bridges against such exceptional dangers as
this. There is nothing for it but to let the river
have its own way on the rare occasions when it

loses its senses.
L
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‘We had left some sixty miles behind before we
began to get amangst the Aravullis, the mountain
system (not range, for it is mo real continuous
range) of Rajpootana, whose southern slopes, as 1
mentioned when writing to you from Ahmedabad,
are partly drained by the Sabarmuttee, the river of
that place.

By twelve o’clock we were at Ulwur, where
lunch was provided for a large party. I talked
here with a very intelligent physician about the
opium-eating and’ poppy-liquor drinking of the
people. He told me that he could never see that
either did much harm. Any bad results he had
connected with the latter practice arose rather
from the large amount of liquor consumed than
from the fact that the liquor was an infusion of
poppy-heads.

The Ulwur chief who reigned while I was at
the Indian Office has, happily for his subjects,
been gathered to his fathers. A boy of fourteen
has succeeded, and the State is being managed
during his minority by the Paramount Power.

A distinguished Brit